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CHAPTER !• 



More than five months had passed, months of 
great trouble and anxiety to many. The usual 
tragedies of life had been enacted in many a 
house, and in many a home : the dark, ever- 
recurring scene of death and suffering and 
grief had passed through the dwellings of rich 
and poor. Many a &rce, too, in public and 
VOL. ni. B 
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private, had been exhibited to the gaze ; for, in 
the history of each man and of all the world, 
the ridiculous and the grand, the sad and the 
cheerful, stand side by side in strange 
proximity. 

The woods, blazing in their autumnal crimson 
when last we saw them, had worn and soiled, 
in about a fortnight, the glorious vestments of 
the autumn, and cast them to the earth ; and 
now they had put on the green garments of the 
summer, and robed themselves in the tender 
hues of youth. The rivers and the streams, 
bound in icy chains for many a month, now 
dashed wildly and impetuously along in the joy 
of lately-recovered freedom, and, swollen by 
the spring rains, in some places became tor- 
rents ; in some places, slowly flooded the flat 
land, marchmg over the meadows like a vast 
invading army. 

The beasts of the forest were busy in their 
coverts, the birds in the brake, or on the tree 
top ; the light clouds skimmed along the soft 
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blue sky ; and the wind tossed the light young 
branches to and fro in its sport- Everything 
was gay and active on the earth, and over the 
earth; everything spoke of renewed J^'fe, and 
energy, and hope. 

To the fancy of those who have not seen it, 
the vast primeeval forest presents an idea of 
monotony ; and certainly, when seen from a dis- 
tance, it produces that impression on the mind. 
Looming dark, and sombre thick and ap- 
parently impenetrable, over upland and deU, 
over plain and mountain, it conveys a sensation 
.of solemnity by its very sameness ; and, though 
the first sight is sublime, its long-continued 
presence is oppressive. But penetrate into its 
depths, and yoi^ will find infinite variety : now 
the dense, tangled thicket, through which the 
panther and the wild cat creep with difficulty, 
and into which the deer cannot venture ; now 
the quaking morass, unsafe to the foot, yet 
bearing up the tamarach or cedar, with its 
rank grasses, its strangely-shaped leaves, and 
B 3 
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its rich and infinitely varied flowers ; now the 
wide grove, extending for miles and miles, with 
the tall bolls of the trees rising up distinct and 
separate, and with little or no brushwood 
hiding the carpet of dry pine-spindles and 
cones on which they stand; then the broad 
savanna with its grass knee-high, green and 
fresh and beautiful, and merely a tree here and 
there to shelter some spot from the sun, and cast 
a soft blue shadow on the natural meadow ; and 
then again, in many spots, a space of ground 
where every characteristic of the forest is 
miDgled — here thick and tangled brush, there a 
patch of open green, here the swamp running 
along the brook-side, there the sturdy oak or 
wide-spreading chestnut, standing far apart 
in reverence for each other's giant limbs, shad- 
ing many a pleasant slope, or topping the lofty 
crag. 

It was imder one of these large trees, on a 
high bank commanding the whole prospect 
round for many and many a mile, and in the 
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eastern part of the province of New York, that 
three red men were seated in the early summer 
of 1758. A little distance in advance of them, 
and somewhat lower down the hill, was a small 
patch of brushy composed of fmtastio-looldng 
boshes, and one ^nall blasted tree. It formed, 
as it were, a sort of screen to the Indians' 
resting-place, from all eyes below, yet did not 
in the least impede their sight as it wandered 
over the wide forest- world aronnd them. From 
the elevation on which they were placed, the 
eye of the red man which seems, from con- 
stant practice, to have gained the keenness of 
the eagle's sight,^ could plunge into every part 
of the woods around where the trees were not 
actually contiguous. The trail, wherever it 
quitted the shelt« of the branches; the savanna, 
wlierever it broke the outline of the forest ; 
the river^ mhease^ it wopnd along in its course 
t» the ooean ; the military road from the banks 
of tbp Hiidson to the head of Lake Horicon ; 
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the smallest pond, iho little stream, were all 
spread out to view as if upon a map. 

Over the wide, extensive prospect, the eyes 
of those three Indians wandered incessantly^ 
not as if employed in searching for some defi- 
nite object, the direction of which, if not the 
precise position, they knew, but rather as if they 
were looking for anything which might afford 
them some object of pursuit or interest They 
sat there nearly two hours in the same position ; 
and, during the whole of that time, not more 
than four or five words passed between them. 

At length, they began to converse, though 
at first in a low tone, as if the silence had it? 
awe, even for them. One of them pointed with 
his hand towards a spot to the eastward, saying, 
^^ There is something doing there." 

In the direction to which he called the atten- 
tion of his companions, was seen spread out, in 
the midrt of the forest and hillsj a small, but 
exquisitely beautiful, lake, seemingly joined 
on to another of much greater extent, by a 
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narrow channeL Of the former, the whole 
&d;eiit could not be seen ; for, every here and 
there, a spur of the mountain cut off the view, 
and broke in upon the beautiful waving line of 
the shore. The latter was more distinctly seen, 
spread out broad and even, with every little 
islet, headland, and promontory, mariced clear 
uid distinctly against the bright, glistening 
surface of the waters. 

Near the point where the two lakes seemed 
to meet, the Indians could descry walls, and 
mounds of earth, and various buildings of 
oonsiderable size ; nay, even what was probably 
the broad banner of France, though it seemed 
but a mere whitish spot in the distance. 

At the moment when the Indians spoke, 
coming from a distant point on the larger lake, 
the extreme end of which was lost to view in a 
sort of indistinct blue haze, a large boat or 
fihip might be seen, with broad white sails, 
wafted swiftly onward by a cold north-easterly 
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wind. Some way behind it, mioljidr movisig 
object appeared^-^ boat likewise, but much 
more indistinot; and, here and tibiere nearer in 
shore, two or three black specks, probably 
canoes, were darting along upon the bosom of 
the lake, like water^flies upon the surface of a 
still istream. 

^^ The pale-£aces take the war-path against 
each other," said another of the Indians, after 
gazing for a moment or two, 

" May they all perish !" exclaimed the third. 
^' Why are our peojde so mad as to help them ? 
Let them £ght, and slay, and scalp as many of 
eaeh other as they can, and then the red men 
tomahawk the remainder." 

The oih&c two uttered a bitter malediction, 
in concert with this fierce, but not impolitic, 
thought; and then, after one of their long 
pauses, the first who had spoken resumed the 
conversation, saying — 

^^ Yet I would give one oi'tbB feathers of t^e 
White Bird to know what the pale faces are 
doing. Their hearts are black against each 
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isSket. Chen you not tell us, Apukwa ? You 
were on fhe banks of Horicon yesterday, 
«iid must have heard the news from Corlear." 

"The news from Albany matters much 
more,'' answered Apukwa ; " the Yengees are 
marching up with a cloud of fighting-men ; and 
people know not where they will fall. Some 
think Oswego, some think TicondOTOga. I am 
sure that it is the place of the Singing Waters^ 
that they go against." 

"Will ihey do much in the war-path?" 
asked the brother of the Snake ; " or will the 
frenchman make himself as red as he did last 
year, at the south end of Horicon ?" 

" The place of the Singing Waters is strong, 
brother," replied Apukwa, in a musing tone, 
" and the Frendimen are great warriors ; but 
the Yengees are many in number, and they 
hoye cidled for aid from the Five Ifations. I 
told the Huron who sold me powd^, where 
the e»gles would come down ; and I think he 
would zttcA let the tidings slumber beneath his 
B 6 



10 ncoiTOEBoaA. 

tongue. The great-winged canons ixpi domiflg 
up Corlear very quick ; but I think my words 
must have been whispered in the French 
chief ^s ear, to cause them to fly so quickly to 
Ticonderoga.^' 

A faint, nearly suppressed, smile came upon 
the lips of his two companions as they heard 
of this proceeding ; but the younger of the 
three said— 

" And what will Apukwa do in the battle ?" 

" Scalp my enemies," replied Apukwa, look* 
ing darkly round. 

" Which is thine enemy ?" asked the brother 
of the Snake. 

^^Both," answered the medicine-^man bit- 
terly ; ^* and every true Honontkoh should do 
as I do ; follow them closely, and slay every 
man that flies, be his nation what it may. So 
long as he be white, it is enough for us. He 
is an enemy ; let us blunt our scalping-knives 
on the skulls of the pale-laces. Then, when 
the battle is over, we can take our trophies to 
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^ ocmqueror^ and say, ^ We have been upon 
fliy side.' '* 

^^But will he not know?" suggested the 
younger man ; " will he listen so easily to the 
song ?" 

'^How should he know?' asked Apukwa, 
eoldly. " If we took him red men's scalps, he 
might doubt ; but all he asks is white men's 
scalps, and we will take them. They are all 
alike, and they will have no faces under 
them." 

This ghastly jest was highly to the taste of 
the two hearers; and, bending down their 
heads together, the three continued to converse 
for several minutes in a whisper. At length, 
one of them said — 

" Could we not take Prevost's house as we 
go ? How many brothers did you say would 
muster ?" 

" Nine," answered Apukwa ; " and our 
three selves make twelve." Then, after 
pausing for a moment or two in thought, he 
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Wdded, " It -^otild le sweet :b8 the ttramrbeiary 
tnd as easy to gather ; but there ' may be 
thorns near it. We may tear atiTselv^,'my 
brothers.^^ 

" I fear not," returned the brother of the 
Snake ; ^' so that I but set my foot within that 
lodge, with my rifle in my hand, and my toma- 
hawk in my belt, I care not what follows." 

" The boy 's to die," rejoined Apukwa ; 
" why seek more in his lodge at thine own 
risk?" 

The other did not answer ; but, after a mo- 
ment's pause, he asked — 

" Who is it has built the lodge still faifther 
to the morning ?" 

^* One of the workers of iron," answered 
Apukwa, meaning the Dutch, ^^ He is a great 
chief, they say, and a friend of the Fire 
Nations." 

^' Then no friend of ours, my brother," re- 
sponded the other speaker ; *^ for, though it be 
the children of the Stone nrho have shut the 
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dcmr;«£iihe lodge iagaiodt ufi, and .^toq us 
firom the council-fire, the Five iN'ations huve 
eonfirmed :th^ spying? ^^d m^e the Ho- 
nontkoh a people apart. Why BliDuld • wd not 
fire that lodge, too, and then 'Bteal on to the 
dwellmg of PreYost ?" 

"Thy lip is thirsty for something," said 
Apukwa. "k it the maiden thou iv^ouldst 
have ?" 

The other smiled darkly ; and, after remain- 
ing silent for a short space, answered — 

" They hare taken from me my captive; 
and my hand can never .i^eadi the BlosflOm I 
sought to gather. The boy may die, but not 
by my tomahawk ; and, when he does die, I am 
no better, for I lose that which I sought; to gain 
by his death. Are Apukwa's eyes misty, tisiat 
he cannot see ? The spirit of the Snbke would 
have been as well satisfied with the blocKi of 
any other pale-face ; but that would not hav^e 
satifified me.'' 

" Yet making Provost's house red will not 
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gather for thee the Blossom/' atuiwered 
Apukwa. 

The third and younger of the Indians 
laughed, saying — 

" The wind changes, Apukwa, and so does 
the love of our brother. The maiden in the 
lodge of Prevost is more beautiful than the 
Blossom. We have seen her thrice since this 
moon grew big ; and my brother calls her the 
Fawn because she has become the object of 
his chase." 

" Thou knowest not my thought," said the 
brother of the Snake, gravely. " The maiden 
is fair, and she moves round her father's lodge 
like the sun. She shall be the light of mine, 
too ; but the brother of the Snake forgets not 
those who disappoint him; and the boy Pre- 
vost would rather have seen the tomahawk 
falling, than know that the Fawn is in his 
lodge." 

The other two uttered that peculiar hum- 



iK^gv irond by which the Iiidwi? sonxetim^i 
intiinate that they are BatisQod; and %$ 
CQ&yersation which went on t)ctween then^ 
related chiefly to the chances of making li sue-; 
ees&ful attack upon the hou^Q of Mj^ Frevost; 
Occasionally, indeed, they turned their eyes 
towards the boats upon Lake Ctuimplain, and 
Qommented upon the struggle that was about 
to be renewed between Vxmoe and England. 
That each party had ma4a vast preparations, 
was well known; and intelligence of the 
extent and nature of those preparations had 
spread far and wi4© amongst the tribes, 
with wonderful aeouracy as to many of the 
details, but without any certain knowledge of 
where the storm was to break. : 

All saw, however, and comprehended, that 
a change had come over the British govern- 
ment ; that the hesitating and doubtful po- 
licy which had hitherto characterized their 
military movements in America, was at an 
end ; and that the contest was now to be 
waged for the gain and loss of all the Europea9 
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pMXfsmmB t^n ih& North AmBitoaa Msontiiient 
jyteady was it known amongst the Five Na- 
tio&By 4d?though the time for the transmiB- 
siwi of the intelligence was incredibly small, 
that a large fleet and armament had arrived at 
Halifex, and that several naval sucoesses oVfer 
the iVench had cleared the way for some great 
enterprise in the north. At the same time, 
the neighbourhood of Albany was foil of the 
bustle of military preparation ; a large 
force was already collected under Abercrombie 
for some great attempt upon the lakes ; and 
from the west news had been received that a 
British army was marching rapidly towards 
the French posts upon the Ohio and the 
Monongahela 

The Indian nations roused themselves at the 
sound of war; for, though some few of them 
acted more regularly in alliance with one or 
the other of the contending European powers, 
a greater number than is generally believed, 
cared little whom they attacked, or for whom 
they ^fought, or wbom they slew,; and were, in 
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reality^ but as a flock of vultures spreading 
their wings at the scent of battle, and ready to 
take advantage of the carnage, whatever was 
the result of the strife. 
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CHAPTEE n. 



Wb must now return to the scene in which this 
narrative commenced. But oh, how changed 
was the aspect of all things from that which 
the house of Mr. Prevost presented but five 
short months before ! The father and the 
daughter were there alone. The brother no 
longer glanced about the house with his blithe- 
some air and active energies ; and the thought 
of him and of hiB fate hung continually like a 
dark shadow over those to whom he was so 
dear. They were not wholly without comfort, 
they were not wholly without hope ; for, from 
time to time, renewed assurances came to them 
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fix)m many a quarter that Walter would still be 
saved. Yet time wore on, and he was not 
delivered. 

When one speaks of five months of uncerr 
tainty, it seems a long and tedious period ; and 
it would be so if it were all one blank ; but 
there are a thousand little incidents — ^incidents 
external and internal — that fill up the time, and 
make it pass wonderfully soon, especially if 
feax predominate over hope. 

Didst thou ever sit up, reader, with the sick or 
dying through the livelong night ? In contem- 
plation, it seems an awful task of long endur- 
ance to watch there with the eternal battle 
going on in. your breast between the only two 
deathless passions — the only two which may 
be (Jailed the immortal passions of the soul— 
hdm the &ding of the evening light till the 
breaking of another day. And yet it is won- 
derful how soon, how '^ery soon, one sees the 
faint blue light of dawn mingling with the 
sickly yellow glare of the watoher^s lampf 
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Every thought, every expectation, is an inci- 
dent. The change of breathing, the restless 
movement, the muttered word, the whi^ered 
comfort, the moistening of the parched lip, the 
smoothing of the pillow, — all are events that 
htirry on the time. 

And so it was in the house of Mr. Prevost 
Each day had its something ; each hour ; and 
although the object was always the same, 
or rarely varied, yet the rapid changes o 
l&ought and feeling made the time fly far more 
zapiiUy liian might have been expected. 

During the winter. Lord H visited the 

iiouse very fiequently ; and it is probable that, 
had no dark cloud overshadowed the hopes vas 
wbU as ihe happiness of all, he would have 
pressed for the prize of Edith's hand without 
<lday ; but he loved not the mingling of joy 
mid sorrow, in that, at least, his view of the 
w^rld, and life, and fate, was deceitful. He was 
wA yet convinced, although he Jbad some ex* 
perioica, that such a thing as unalloyed faappi- 
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nesBs, even for a few short days, is not to be 
found on earth — ^that the only mine of gold 
without dross lies beneath the grave. 

Once, indeed, he hinted rather than asked 
that an early day might be fixed for his union 
with her he loved ; but a tear rose in Edith's 
eye, and she bent down her head. Her father 
would have made no objection, although he 
still thought her very, very young to take upon 
her the duties of a wife. In that respect, his 
feelings were not changed ; but the loss of his 
son weighed heavily upon him, and, calling 
him away from the present, had projected his 
thoughts into the future. What might be 
Edith's fate, he asked himself, if he too should 
be taken from her ? Any of the many acci- 
dents of life might leave her alone, and an 
orphan ; and there is nothing which brings 
home so sensibly to our thoughts the unstable 
hold which we have upon all earthly things, so 
much as our tenderness for those we love. 

But Lord H saw that it would be 
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painM to Edith herself to become his bride 
so long as Walter's fate was uncertain ; and he 
said no more. 

In the meantime, the gathering together of 
British soldiers on the Hudson and the 
Mohawk, had, like one wave meeting another, 
somewhat repelled the Indian tribes. A run- 
ner, a half-breed, or one or two red men to- 
gether — more frequently from the nation of 
the Mohawks than from any other tribe — would 
be seen occasionally wandering through the 
woods or crossing the open ground near the 
settler's dwelling ; but they seldom approached 
the house ; and their appearance caused no 
apprehension. Kelations of the greatest amity 
had been re-established between the British 
authorities and the chiefs of the Five Nations; 
and several of the tribes were preparing to take 
part in the coming strife upon the side of 
England. 

Three times during the winter, the house of 
Mr. Prevost was visited by a single Indian of 
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the Oneida Iribe. On two occasions it was a 
man who presented himself; and his stay was 
very short. On the first occasion, Edith was 
alone ; when, without the sound of a footfall, 
he glided in like a dark shadow. His look 
was friendly, though for a moment he said 
nothing. Edith, well knowing Indian habits, 
asked if he would take food. H6 answered 
" Yes," in his own language ; and she called 
some of the servants to supply him ; but, before 
he ate, he looked up in her face, saying — 

" I am bidden to tell thee that thy brother 
shall be safe." 

" Whose words do you bear ?" asked Edith 
" Id it the Black Eagle who speaks ?" 

" Nay, it is Otaitsa," replied the man. 

This was all Edith could learn ; for the mes- 
senger was either ignorant of more, or affected 
to be so; yet still it was a comfort to her. 
The next who came was a woman somewhat 
past the middle age, and by no means beauti- 
ful. She stayed long ; and, with good-humored 
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volubility related all that had happened imme^ 
diately after Edith's visit to the Oneida castle. 
She dwelt upon the attempt of the Blossom to 
deliver her lover as she would have expatiated 
upon some feat of daring courage in a warrior ; 
and though in the end she had to tell how the 
maiden's bold attempt had been frustrated, she 
concluded by saying — 

" Yet he shall be safe. They shall not slay 
our brother." 

The third time, the man returned, bear- 
ing the same assurance ; but, as hour after hour 
and day after day went by without the lad's 
return, or any definite news of him, hope 
sickened and grew faint. By this time it was 
known that the efforts of the Mohawks and 
Onondagas had been frustrated ; and, moreover, 
it was plainly intimated by the chiefe of those 
two nations that they would interfere no more. 

" The Oneidas have reproved us," they said, 
" and we had no reply. We must not make the 
children of the Stone hiss at our children; 



TICONDBEOGA. 25 

neither must we break the bands of our alliance 
for the sake of one man." 

The scouts who had been put under the order 
ofWoodchuck, were recalled to the army early in 
the spring without having effected anything. 
All that had been heard at the forts showed 
that the young prisoner had been removed to 
the very farthest part of the Oneida territory, 
where it was impossible for any one English- 
man to penetrate without being discovered by 
the Indians. 

If, in civilized times, with a country cleared 
in a great degree of its forests, and with a 
regular oragnization ensuring rapid inter- 
course between place and place, it is possible 
for a man to be hidden for weeks and months 
from the most diligent search ; how much more 
easy was concealment in those days, when, with 
the exception of a few patches of maize or 
other grain, the whole land was one wild 
tangled wood, crossed, it is true, with innume- 
rable Indian trails, but with no direct means of 

VOL. III. c 
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comnmnication, except by one large road, and 
the lakes and rivers. Search would have been in 
vain, even if in the political stateof thecountry it 
oould have been attempted ; but the attempt 
was impossible, without rendering the whole 
country hostile ; for the Mohawks themselves 
showed no inclination to suffer any considerable 
body of men to cross their territory, except 
indeed a small party of soldiers, now and then, 
destined to strengthen the garrisons at Oswego, 
or any of the regular British posts. 

Of Woodchuck himself, nothing was heard, 
till the flowers began to spring up close upon 
the footsteps of the snow. It was believed 
that he was still in the forest ; but -even of this, 
no one was assured ; and all that could with 
any accuracy be divined, was, that he had not 
fallen into the hands of the Oneidas, inasmuch 
as there was every reason to believe that, had 
such been the case, Walter's liberation would 
immediately have followed. 

Thus matters had gone on in the household 
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of Mr. Prevost, till about a month before the 
period at which I have thought best to present 
to the reader the three Indians seated on the 
hill. The snow had melted, except in a few 
jilaees, where it still lay in white patches, 
under shelter of the darker and thicker-leaved 
evergreens ; here and there, too, it might be seen 
in the shade of a steep bank ; but the general 
fiarface of the country was free, and, despite 
the variable character of the American spring 
— one day as soft as summer, and then two or 
three following, with the icy fang of wiater in 
tke wind, and the sky covered with low lurid 
obuds — ^the flowers were peeping out in every 
oovert, and mingling themselves thickly with 
fam, and ground-pine, and hemlock, varying 
•with many a brilliant hue the green carpet of 
jthe earth. 

The day had been one of exceeding loveli- 
ness, and not without its activity too ; for a 
party of soldiers had been thrown forward, for 
^ome object, to a spot within a mile and a half of 
c 3 
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the house ; and Lord H had been twioa 

there, making Edith's heart thrill each time he 
appeared, with emotions so new and strange 
as to set her dreaming for an hour after he WM 
gone. The evening had come, bringing with 
it some clouds in the western sky ; and Edith, 
as she sat with her father, looked out from the 
window, with her head resting on her hand. 

No one knows the full wjBight of a great 
predominant idea, till he has had to bear one 
up for weeks or months — ^no one can tell how it 
crushes one down, seems to resolve all oth«r 
things into itself, and almost, like the giant ifl 
the child's fable, to grind one's bones to make 
its bread. The sweet reverie of a lover's visit 
had passed away; and the beautiful girl's 
thoughts had reverted to the subject of her 
brother's fate, which took hold of her the mo- 
ment her mind was free from some temporary 
relaxation, and again chained the slave to the 
accustomed task. 

As she gazed, she perceived a figure slowly 
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crossing between the gardener-boy and old 
Agrippa, who were working in the gardens, 
and apparently taking its course to the door of 
the house. At first she did not recognise it, for 
it was more like an Indian than a Euro- 
pean, and more like a bear than either. It 
had a human face, however ; and, as it came 
forward, an impression, first fdnt, but increasing 
with every step it advanced, took possession of 
her, that it must be the man whose fatal act 
had brought so much wretchedness upon her 
i&mily. He was very much — very sadly — 
changed ; and, although the bear-skins in which 
he was dressed hid the emaciation of his form, 
the meagreness of his &ce was very evident as 
he came near. 

Edith lifted her head from her hand, saying, 
" I think, my father, here is Captain Brooks 
approaching. Poor man ! he seems terribly 
changed!" 

Mr. Frevost started up, gazed for a moment 
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from the window, and Uien hurried forth to 
meet him. Edith felt some doubt as to how 
her father wonld receive him; for, in th<i 
pnrest and tiie highest hearts, there is — there 
ever yfill be— one small drop of selflshnesB 
much to be guarded against. It may not 
poison our acts, but it too often poisons out 
feelings; it minxes even with candor itseii^ 
diminishing the effloacy of that most noble of 
virtues ; and, if it do not make us detract from 
the merit of others, it still gives some slight 
coloring to their acts when they are painful or 
disadvantageous to ourselves^ 

She had the happiness, however, to see heir 
father take the wanderer kindly by the hand, 
and lead him towards the door. Whatever 
had been Mr. Frevosfs feelings, the sight of 
Woodchuck's altered face was enough to soften 
them entirely. The next moment, they entered 
the room together; and Edith extended her 
hand kindly to him. 
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" Ah, Miss Prevost, you are very good," 
lie said, ^^ and so is your &tlier, too. I hare 
aot been to see you for a long time." 

" That was not right of Woodohuck," said 
Bdith ; " you should hare eome to see us. We 
km>w all you have been trying to do, for my 
poor broUier. If you easmot succeed, it is not 
joxff fault, and we should have been glad to 
see you, both for your own sake, and for the 
sake of hearing all your proceedings as they 
occurred." 

" Ah, but I have been far away," he an- 
swered. " I first tried to get at the poor boy 
from this side, and, finding that would not do, 
I took a long round, and came upon them from 
the west^ but I got nothing except some infor- 
mation, and then I made up my mind. Them 
IngiansareaseunningasSatan. I have circum- 
vented them once ; but they won't let a man 
do it twice." 

Mr. Prevost had stood listening, eager to 
hear anything t^t related to his son ; but now 
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lie interrupted, saying : " We will hear more 
of this by-and-by, Brooks. Come into the hall 
and have some food ; you must be hungry and 
tired, both, I am sure." 

" No," replied Woodchuck, " I am not 
hungry. Tired, a little, I am, I guess, thou^ 
I hav'n't walked more than forty miles ; but I 
met a young Ingian two or three hours ago, 
who gave me a venison steak off his own 
fire. Some rest will set all to rights." 

" Take some wine, at least," said Mr. Pre- 
vest ; " that will do you good; you look quite 
faint." 

"Faint in limb, but not in heart," replied 
Woodchuck, stoutly. " However, I won't re- 
fuse the wine ; for it was given to cheer the 
heart of man — as the Bible says ; and mine 
wants cheering, though it does not want 
strengthening, for I'll do what I say, as I'm a 
living man." 

They took him into the hall, and persuaded 
him both to eat and to drink, evidently much 
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to his benefit ; for, though he did not lose the 
sad tone with which he spoke, his yoice was 
.stronger ; and his features seemed to grow less 
sharp. 

" And where have you been ever since this 
snow has been on the ground ?" asked Edith, 
: when he seemed a little revived ; " you can- 
not, surely, have been wandering in the woods 
-during the terribly severe weather we had in 
January." 

" I hutted myself down," he said, " like 
an Ingian, or a beaver, and covered the lodge 
all over with snow. I planted it upon a ledge 
of rock with its moutii close behind an old 
hemlock- tree, and made it white all over, so that 
they would have been worse than devils to find 
me ; for life is sweet, Miss Prevost, even in 
winter time, and I did not wish to be toma- 
hawked so long as I could help it." 

" You must have had a sad desolate time, I 
fear," said Mr, Prevost ; " at least, till the 
spring came round." 
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" I guess it wam't Tery cheerfdy^ «iiswered 
Woodchnck ; " but that's the bert waly to 
teach one^s self not to csae for what's oomii^. 
At least, I used totiimk so once, and to beKeve 
that if a man could only make himself very 
miserable in this world, he would not much 
care how soon be went out of it^ But I've 
changed my opinilin on that matter a little ; 
for up there, on thb side of the hiU, after four 
or five weeks, half ftimished and half frozen^ I 
did not feel a bit Tbcore indined to die than I 
did a year ago, when there were few lighter- 
hearted men than myself. So I thought, before 
I did anything of the kind, knowii]^ that there 
was no need of it just yet, I would just go and 
take a ramble among the mountains in the fine 
weather, like Jephtha's daughter." 

His words would have been enigmas to 
Edith, had she not somewhat misunderstood 

even their obvious meaning ; for Lord H , 

not fully knowing the character of the man, and 
unwilling to excite anything like confident 
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hope, that might ultimately be disappointed 
by some ohange of Woodcbuok's feeli^gs, had 
larbome to meution more of his purposes th^ 
the mere fact of his iutention to peril his own 
life to save that of Walter Prevost. To Edith^ 
theii, the words used by Brooks seemed but to 
imply that he still contemplated some daring 
attempt to set her brother at liberty ; and, in 
the hope, if she could learn the particulars of 
Im SQheme^ to be able tp procure the co-opera^ 
tion of Otaitsa and others in the Oneida Castle, 
she said — 

"You are, indeed, a good, kind friend, 
Woodohuck ; and you have, I know, already 
undergone great risks for poor Walter's sake. 
There are others labouring ^i* }iim, too ; and, 
perhaps, if we knew what you intended to do 
next — '' 

"To do next!" echoed the man, interr 
rupting her. "Why, ha'n't I told you ? I said, 
when I found I couldn't git in from the West, 
I made up my mind." 
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"To do what, my good friend?'* said Mr. 
Prevost. " You certainly implied you intended 
to do something ; but what^ you did not state. 
Now I easily understand Edith's anxiety to 
know your intentions ; for we have obtained 
friends in the Oneida camp, who might give 
great assistance to your efforts, if we knew 
what they are to be. But I should tell you, my 
dear daughter ventured across the Mohawk 
country to sec our dear little Otaitsa, who, like 
you, risked her own life to save my poor boy 
— God's blessing be upon her !" 

The tears rose in his eyes ; and he paused 
for a moment. But Woodchuck waved his 
hand, saying — 

" I know all about it. I war on the bank of 
the creek. Miss Edith, when the Ingian woman 
paddled you back ; and I guessed how it had 
all been. I said to myself, when I heard more 
of it two days arter — ^ Her father will be 
mighty angry ;' and so he war, I guess." 

" You are mistaken, my friend," said Mr. 
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Prevost, laying his hand on Edith's, with a 
tend^ pressure. " I was not angry, though I 
was much alarmed ; but that alarm was not of 
long endurance, for I was detained miiok 
more than I expected at Sir William John- 
son's, and my anxiety was only protracted two 
days after my return. Still you have not told 
us your plans. If that dear girl, Otaitsa, can 
help us, she will do it, though it cost her life." 

Woodchuck paused a moment or two in 
deep, absent thought; and over his rough 
countenance the trace of many strong emo- 
tions flitted. At length, he said, in a low, dis- 
tinct voice — 

^' She can do nothing. Black Eagle has the 
boy under his keen eye. He loves him well, 
Mr. Prevost ; and he will treat him kindly. 
But just inasmuch as he does love him, he will 
make it a point to keep him safely, and to kill 
hipi too, if he haven't got another victim. 
That man should ha' been one of them old 
Bomans I have heard talk of, who killed their 
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8009 and daughters, rather than not do what 
they thoyght right He'd not spare Im own 
flesh and blood — ^not he; and the more he 
loves him, the surer he'll kill him." 

Edith wept, and Mr. Prevost covered his 
eyes with his hands; but Woodohuck, who 
had been gazing down upon the table, and saw 
not the powerful emotions which his .words had 
produced, proceeded, after a gloomy pause-^^ . 

"He'll watch his daughter sharply too. 
Yet they say he praised her daring; and 
I guess he did, for that's just the sort of 
thing to strike his fancy ; but he'll take care 
she shan't do it again. No, no. There's but 
one way with Black EagliB. I know him well ; 
and he knows me ; and there is but one way 
with him-" 

" What is that ?" asked Mr. Prevost, in a 
tone of deep melancholy. 

" Just to do what I intend," returned Wood- 
chuck, with a very calm manner. " Mr. Pre- 
vost, I love my life as well as any man — & 
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little too much mayhap ; and I intend to keep 
it as long as I rightly can, for there are 
always things wrote in that chetpter of acoidents 
that none on us can see. But I donH in* 
tend to let your son Walter — he's a good boy 
— ^be put to death for a thing of my doing. 
You don't suppose it. At first, when the 
thing came fresh upon me at Albany, I felt 
mighty like a fool and a coward [ and I would 
ha' skulked away into any hole just to save 
myself from myself. But I soon took thought, 
and made up my mind. Now, here you and 
Mifis Edith have been praising and thanking 
me for trying to save poor Walter's life. I 
didn't deserve praise, or thanks either. It 
was my own life I was trying to save ; for, if I 
could get him out secretly, we should both be 
secure enough. But I've given that up. It 
can't be done ; and Black Eagle knows it. He 
kobows me too, and he's just as sure, at this 
blessed moment, that, before the day he has 
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appointed for Walter to die, Woodchuck will 
walk in and say, ^ Here I am I' as he is that 
he's in his own lodge. Then he will have got 
the right man, and all will be settled. Now, 
Mr. Prevost — and you. Miss Edith — you know 
what I intend to do. To-morrow, when I'm a 
bit rested, I shall set out again, and take my 
ramble in the mountains, like Jephtha's 
daughter, as I said. Then, this day month, I 
will be here again to bid you all good-bye. 
Walter will have to tell you the rest. Don't 
cry so, there's a good girl. You're like to set 
me a' crying too. There's one thing more I 
have to ask you both, and that is, never speak 
another word to me about this matter — not 
even when I corae back again. I try not to 
think of it at all myself, and I don't much 
now. If I can screw myself up, like them 
Ingians, I shall just walk quietly in among 
them as if nothing were going to happen, and 
say, ^ Set the boy free ! Here is Woodchuck 
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liimself^' and then die — not like an Ingian, 
but like a Christian, I trust, and one that 
knows he's a' doing of his duty anyhow. So now 
not a word more — ^but let us talk of something 
else." 
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CHAPTER III. 



Air hour had passed after the conversation 
detailed in the last chapter, and Woodchuck 
had steadily and sturdily refused to pursue any 
farther the subject of his fixed determination, 
although both Mr. Prevost and Edith, deeply 
touched, and, to say truth, much agitated, 
would fain have dwelt upon the topic longer. 
Edith felt, and Mr. Prevost argued in his own 
mind, that the poor man was performing a 
generous and self-devoted act, which no moral 
obligation forced upon him. They felt, too, 
that so noble a heart was not one which ought 
to be sacrificed to the vengeful spirit of the 
Indians ; and the natural feeling of joy and 
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satis&ctioa which they experienced ^ tba 
apparent certainty of Walter's deliverance fifom 
deathy seemed to them almost a crime when it 
was to be purchased at so Aqqx a price. 

Woodchuck^s obstinacy, however, had eon- 
qnered; the subject had been changed; and^ 
as they now sat together in the little room, ta 
which he had led the way after speaking the^ 
last words citedj they eontinued, whil^ the 
shades of evening gathered thickly round theoa*, 
a broken sort of conversation upon topics eon* 
Kcted with that which they had quitted^ 
though avoiding the point which wafr moat 
painfully prominent in the mind of each. They 
rambled a good deal indeed, though ever taking 
a direction which feintly showed, Uke? the 
waves in the trees marking the course ef a 
forest-path, what the mind was running qn 
beneath the mere wordia. 

Sometimes gazing into the emb^s of the fire 
with his feet upon the hearth, Woodchuok 
would talk, neither unphilosophically, noir tin? 
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learnedly in the best of all learning, upon a 
world to come, and life immortal, and compen- 
sation beyond the grave ; and, in his simplicity, 
his words would reach almost to the sublime. 
Then, at other times, they would speak of the 
Indians, and their habits, and their good and 
bad qualities ; and here many of the poor man's 
prejudices were seen clinging to him strongly. 

"They are like vermin," he would say; 
^'^ and the devil himself has a share in them. 
I have heard people talk largely of their 
generosity, and all that ; but I guess I've not 
seen much of it." 

Mr. Prevost was silent, for his feelings had 
Bufiered a natural change towards the Indians ; 
but Edith exclaimed warmly — 

"We cannot say that of dear Otaitsa, at all 
events, Woodchuck, for she surely has a heart 
full of generosity and everything that is noble." 

"That's nat'ral, that's nat'ral," answered 
Woodchuck ; " that comes of the blood that is 
in her. For that matter. Black Eagle has some 
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flue things about him — he's the best of them 
I ever saw. We used to say, whole Ingian, 
half devil ; but I think in his case it must 
have been quarter devil, and that's saying a 
good deal for so fierce a man as he in battle. 
They say he has scalped more enemies than all 
his tribe put together ; especially in that war 
down upon the Pensylvania side some nineteen 
years ago, when some of our people foolishly 
took part with the Mohaguns." 

Mr. Prevost started ; and Woodchuck went 
on, saying — 

"He has good things about him, for he 
always makes his people spare the women and 
children, which is what them Ingians seldom 
think of. A scalp 's a scalp to them, whether it 
has got long hair on it or only a scalp-lock. 
But, as I was saying, the Blossom has got all 
that is good in him, and all that was good in 
her mpther, poor thing ! — and that was a 
mighty great deal." 
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"I have often wished," said Mr. Prevost, 
" that I eould hear something of Otaitsa^s 
history. Her mother, I believe, was a white 
woman, and I have more than once tried, when 
I found the Black Eagle in a commmiicative 
mood, to lead him to speak upon the subject ; 
but the moment it was touched upon, he would 
wrap his blanket round him, and stalk away." 

"Ay, he has never forgotten her," said 
Woodchuck. " He never took another wife you 
know ; and well he may remember her ; for she 
was his better angel, and ruled him completely, 
which was what no one else could. But I can 
tell you all about it if you like to know ; for I 
heard it all from an old squaw one time, and I 
saw the lady once too myself, and talkedtoher." 

"I think," said Edith thoughtfully, "that 
»he must have been a lady ; for, when I was in 
their lodge, I saw in Otaitsa's little chamber 
Ik great number of things of European manufac- 
ture, and of high taste." 
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" May not those have been procured for the 
dear girl by our good friend Gore ?" asked Mr. 
Pirevost ; "he is a man of much taste himself." 
" I think not," answered Edith ; " they are 
widently old, and seemed to have belonged to 
<me person. Besides, there are a number of 
drawings, all evidently done by one hand — ^not 
what any one would purchase, and apparently 
the production of an amateur, rather than of 
sn artist." 

Mr. Prevost fell into a fit of thought, and 
leaned his head upon his hand; but Wood- 
^^lok said — 

"Oh, they are her mother's; beyond doubt, 
ihey are her mother's. She was quite a lady 
erery inch of her; you could hear it in the 
teoe of her voice ; you could see it in her walk ; 
her words too were all those of a lady, and her 
hand was so small and delicate, it could nevcnr 
have seen work. Do you know. Miss Edith, she 
was wonderful like you — more like you than 
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Otaitsa ; but I'll tell you all about it just as I 
heard it from the old squaw. 

" Atthetimeltalk of," continued he— "that's 
a good many years ago — eighteen or nineteen 
may be — Black Eagle was the handsomest 
young man that had ever been seen in the 
tribes, they say, and the fiercest warrior too. 
He was always ready to take part in any war ; 
and, whenever fighting was going on, he was 
there. Well, the Delawares had not been 
quite brought under at that time by the Fiye 
Nations ; and he went down with his warriors, 
and the Mohawks, to fight against the Moha- 
guns — they were Delawares too you know; 
some were on the Monongahela river, just at 
the corner of Pensylvania and Virginny. Our 
people had given some help to the Mohaguns, 
and they were at that time just laying the 
foundations of a fort, which the French got 
hold of afterwards, and called Fort Du 
Quesne. 
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- " Well, th^e wag an old general office, who 
thought he wouLi go up and see howithe works 
were going 13^; and, as things were quiet enough 
jttst then — though it was but a calm before a 
stansiEi-^lie took his daughter wi& him, and 
jou^eyed a^^iay pleasan1;ly enough through the 
wag^s. I daresay, though, it must have been 
slow work ; for, as he intended to stay all the 
supm^r, the old man took a world of baggage 
wkh him ; but, the third m fourth night after 
leavHig the QiyUized parts, Ijiey lodged in an 
logian village ; when, all in a miaute, just as 
they were g<jing to bed, down . comes Black 
^gle upon them, with his warrioi^. There 
wasta drQadfpl fi^t in the village ; nothing but 
screams, and war-whoops, and riflershots ; and 
theMobaguns, poor devils! were almost put out 
thatiUight, for » they were taken unawares, and 
iihey do say, not a man escaped aliv^ out of 
the wigwam. 

^^ 4t the lirst £re, ont nms the-old geiiecal 
frowL ,tb^ ks^y M^ S^ ':^ ii^amj^ inintttaaiiifle 
VOL in. D 
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ball, perhaps £rom a friend, perhaps from an 
enemy, no one can tell, goes right through his 
heart. Black Eagle was collecting scalps all 
this time ; but when he turned round, or came 
back, or however it might be, there he found 
this poor young lady, the officer^s daughter, 
crying over her father. Well, he wouldn^t 
suffer them to hurt her ; but he took her away 
to the Oneida country with him, and gathered 
up all her goods and chattels, and her father's, 
and carried them off too, but all for her ; for it 
seems that he fell in love with her at first sight. 
What, they say, made her first like him, was, 
that he wouldn't let his savages scalp the old 
man, telling them that the English were allies, 
and declaring that the ball that killed him had 
not come from an Oneida rifle. 

" However that may be, the poor girl had 
no choice but to marry Black Eagle, though 
his mother said that, being a great chief's 
daughter, she made him promise never to have 
imother wife ; and, if ever a Christian priest came 
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fhere, to be married to her according to her 
own fashion.'^ 

While he spoke, Mr. Prevost remained 
i^parently buried in deep and very gloomy 
thought. But he had heard every word ; and 
his mind had more than once wandered wide 
away, as was its wont, to collateral thiQgs, not 
only in the present but in the past. It was a 
strange habit of his — a sort of discrepancy in 
his character — thus to suffer his thoughts to be 
turned aside by any accidental circumstance 
even in matters of deep interest ; for, in times 
of action — ^when it was necessary to decide and 
do — no intellect was ever morq prompt and de- 
cisive than his own, going straight forward to 
its object with great and startling rapidity. 
Where there was nothing to be done, how- 
ever, where it was all a matter of mere thought, 
this rambling mood almost always prevailed ; 
but still, like a stream flowing through a level 
country, and turning aside at every little 
obstacle, though pursuing its onward course 
D 2 
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towards the sea, and reaohing it at length, his 
mind, sooner or later, got back into the coiiree 
from which it had deviated. When Wbod- 
chuck stopped, he raised his head and gazed at 
him for a moment in the face, with a look of 
earnest and melancholy inquiry. 

^^ Did you ever hear her name ?" he asked. 
" Can you tell me her father's name ?" 

*'No," replied Woodchuc^. "I had the 
history almost all from the old squaw, and if 
she had tried to give me an English name she 
would have manufiiotured something such as 
never found its way into an English mouth. 
All she told me was that the father was a great 
chief among the English, by which I made out 
that she meant a general." 

^^ Probably it was her father's portrait that I 
saw at the Indian castle," said Edith. ^^ There 
was hanging up in Otaitsa's room a picture 
that struck me more than any of the others, 
except, indeed, the portrait of a lady. It was 
that of a man in a military dress of antique 
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cut.: Hift hiwid wi«: stretched out with his 
dxiv^ sword i» it, wA be was looking round 
with* {| Qomumnding mymii telling his soldiers 
to^ fidtos?. I la^n^ed it p«fftioidarly at first, 
b0o6iiS9 ther mm wa^; shining on it, and hecaiuse 
thefiewnewasoavored wi& the most beautiftd 
Indian bead-work I ever saw. That of the 
l^;^tQOwas«in)p|l]|^]^ but tibere was 

a90t&er whiqh. iatorefited me muohr^a small 
pefitoU drawing of 8^3f:oung man's head, so like 
Walter thoty at &?st, I almost feuoied di^ar 
Otaitsa had been tryiii^ to take his- porteait 
fromfnijsmorf." 

*^ Would yo« uemember the^ old man's fiace, 
Dogrr-ehild, if you saw it again?" asked Mr. 
BrefTOStp gazing eaonestly at his dau^ter. 

<* I thd&Dtk so," aijswiered: Edith, a little con- 
fuai^' by her fitther'^ eagerness. ^^ I am quite 
sure I should." 

" Wait then a miomfent^" said Mr. Prevost, 
" and call for lights, my child." 
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As lie spake^ be rose and qidtted the tocm ; 
but he was seyeval minutes gone, and lighto 
were burning in the diamber when he retumedi 
He was burdened with aeveral pictures of siiial! 
mOy which he spread out upon the table, while 
Edith and Woodchuck both roBe to gaze at 
them* /' J 

"There, there!" cried Edith, pftttting hear 
finger upon one, "there is the head ^ the old 
officer, though the attitude is difier»t| and 
there is the lady too; but I da hot see the 
portrait of the young man.*^ 1 

" Edith," said her father, laying his hand 
affectionately upon hers, and shaking his head, 
sadly, " he is no longer young, but he stmdB 
beside you, my child. , That is the picture of 
my father, that of my mother. Otaitsa mtist 
be your cousin. Poor Jessie I we have always 
thought her dead^ although her body was not 
foxmd with that of her father. Better had bhe 
been dead, probably." 
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;. "No^no, Prevost," said Woodchuck, "not 
abit of it. Black Eagle made her as kind a 
husband as ever was seen. You might have 
looked all Europe and America through, and 
not found so good a one. Then think of all 
Bhe did, too, in the place where she was. God 
sent her Ihere to make better people than she 
irand. From the time she went, to the time 
ishe died, poor thing ! there was no more war 
and bloodshed, or very little of it. Then she 
got a Christian minister amongst them — at 
least, he never would have been suffered to set 
his foot there if she had not been Black Eagle's 
wife. It is a hard thing to tell what is really 
good, and what is really evil, in this world. 
For my part, I think, if everything is not ex- 
actly good, which few of us would like to say 
it is, yet good comes out of it like a flower 
gcowing out of a dunghill; and there's no 
telling what good to the end of time this lady's 
going there may produce. Bad enough it was 
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for her, I dai^ say, at first, but fihe g<^ redon- 
oiled to it ; so you jaMtti^t day, it would Tbm^ 
been bett^ if she had died." 

*' It is strange, indeed," SdSd M^. PiW^rt, 
" what turns human fete will take I That she*^ 
brought up in th^ midst of lui^tiry, educated 
with the titmost r^Snement, sought a^d ad- 
mired by all who knew her-^-shoUld reject tm^ 
of the most distinguished ^en in Eurof^e,^ to 
^ to this wild land, .tod mai^y to Lidian 
savage ! Meft ^eSk of 1M» ^ojA Pestiny ; and 
(here arfe o^ainly stftifige ttiriis Of fortune » 
beyoiKi all humto ^oulatios tod regulation, 
thdt one would almost beliere that the doctrine 
of the Fatalists is tru^." 

"Do you not think, my dear father," mid 
Edith, waking up froin a profound reverie^ 
" that this strange discovery might be turned 
to some grfeat advantage? that Walter, pesr- 
haps, might be saved without the necessity of 
our poor Mend here saciificing his own life t9 
deliver him ?" 



?* 'Hiatus like a kind, dear girl,'' iHt€?Q)esed 
Wooddiuok ; ^' but I can tell you it's qo use." 

"Still;'' urged Edith, ^^Otwtsa pught to 
know; fcr Black £a^e certainly would n^ve^ 
slay the nephew of a wifa so dear tp biis" 

" It's no use," repeated WoodohucA;,. almost 
impatiently. "Don't you know, Miss Edith, 
that* Walter and the Blos80p ay© ija love with 
each other ? and that's woi^h ^11 the blood 
relationship m the world-^ 

' Som§%aiee it doesn't bust ^s Ipng, 
But, while it dp63, 'tis twice as strong.' 

Then as to Black Eagle, he'd kill his own son, 
if the customs of his people required it. I 
gu^^j it would only make him tomahawk poor 
Walter the sooner, just to show that he would 
not let ^y human feeling stand in the way of 
th^ir devilish practices. No, no, much better 
keep it quiet- It might do harm, for aught we 
can tell ; it can, and will, do no good. Let 
D 5 
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that thing rest; my 4ear child. Itit fettled 
and decreed. I am ready now, mid I sbaii 
never be so i^eady jajgam. Let me take: one 
more look at my mountains, aod my lakes^.aiid 
my riViM^ and my woods^ and I hare done 
with this life. Then, God in Hia mercy 
receive me into another I Amen. — ^Hark I there 
is some one coming up at a good gallop. Tbnt 
noble young Lord, I dare say." 

It was as Woodchuck supposed ; and, the mo- 
ment after, Lord H entered the room with 

a beaming look of joy and satisfaction in his 
countenance. He held a packet of considerable 
size in his hand, and advanced at once to Mr. 
Prevost, saying — 

*' My dear Sir, I am rejoiced to present you 
with this letter, not alone because it will give 
you some satisfaction, but because it removes the 
stain of ingratitude from the government of 
the country. His Majesty's present ministers 
are sensible that you have not received justice; 
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i&at your long services to the country, in 
viarious ways — all that you have done, in short, 
ia benefit and ameliorate your race, and to ad- 
voeate all that is good and noble — ^have been 
treated with long neglect, which amounts to an 
offence ; and they now offer you, as some atone- 
ment, a position which may lead t^ wealth 
and distinction, which, I trust, is but the step 
to more." 

"What is it, George, what is it?" asked 
Edith, eagerly. 

" It is, T am told," replied Lord H , " in 

a letter which accompanied the packet, a com- 
mission as Commissary-general of the army 
here, and an offer of the rank of baronet." 

" Thank Gk)d !" exclaimed Edith ; and then, 
seeing a look of surprise at her earnestness 
come upon her noble lover's face, a bright 
smile played round her lips, for a moment, and 
she added — "I say, thank God, George— not 
that I am glad my father should have such 
things, for I hope he will decline them both ; 
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but beciause the very offer \rill heal to old 
wound, by showing him that zealous exertions 
and the exercise of high and lioble qualities 
are not always to be treatfed with lieglect, for- 
getflilness, and contempt. He will be glad of 
it, I am sure, whatever his decision may be," 

"Now I understand you, tny own love," 

answered Lord H . " "With regard to the 

baronetcy, he shall do as he will ; but I must- 
press him earnestly to accept the office tendered 
to him. To decline it, might show sotne re- 
sentment. By accepting it, he incurs no peril, 
and he serves his country ; for, from his know- 
ledge of the people here, of the physical 
features of the land and its resources, and of 
the habits and feelings of all classes, I believe 
no man could be found, with one or two ex- 
ceptions, so well fitted for the task as himself. 
Ah, my good Mend, Captain Brooks, how do 
you do? I have much wished to see you 
lately, and to hear of your plans." 

" I am as well as may be, my Lord," replied 



Wbod(6htlck, wringing in his heavy gt&ep tl^- 
hand which Lord H— — extended to him* " Afi^ 
tot my plans, they are the dame as ever-*— you 
did not doubt me, I am sure." 

" I did not," returned Lord H——, gravely ; 
and, looking down, he fell into a fit of thought. 
At length, looking up, he added, " And yet, my 
good friend, I am glad you have had time far 
reflection ; for, since we last met, I have some« 
what reproached myself for, at least, tacit 
encouragement of an act in the approval of 
which so many personal motives mingle, that 
one may well doubt oneself. Forgive me, Edith 
— ^forgive me, Mr Prevost— if I ask our friend 
here if he has well considered and weighed in 
his mind, calmly and reasonably without bias — 
nay, without enthusiasm — ^whether there be 
any moral obligation on him to perform an act 
which I suppose he has told you he contem- 
plates." 

" There is no forgiveness needed, my Lord," 
replied Mr. Prevost. " I would have put the 
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same question to him if he would have let me: 
Nay more, I would have told him — ^whatever 
I might suffer by the result — ^that, in my judg-* 
ment, there was no moral obligation. Because 
he did a justifiable act, these Indians commit 
one that is unjustifiable upon an innocent man. 
That can be no reason why he should sacrifice 
his life to save the other. God forbid that, 
even for the love of my own child, I should 
deal in such a matter unjustly. I am no Eoman 
father — I pretend not to be such. If my own 
death will satisfy them, let them take the old 
tree withered at the root, and spare the sapling 
full of strength and promise. But let me not 
doom — let me not advise — a noble and honest 
man to sacrifice himself firom a too generous 
impulse." 

" I don't know much of moral obligations," 
replied WoodGhuck, gravely ; " but I guess I 
have thought over the thing as much as e'er 
a one of you. I have made up my mind just 
upon one principle, and there let it rest in 
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Qod'a tisme. I say to my»elf : * Wooddraok — 
It's act right, is it, that any one should suffer 
for what you ha' done ?' * No, it's not.' ^ WeU^ 
is. there any use talking of whether they've a 
right to make him suffer for your act or not ? 
They'll do it.' ^ No. There's no use o' talk- 
ing ; because they'll do it It's only shuffling 
off the consequences of what you did, upon 
another man's shoulders. You never did that, 
Woodchuok. Don't do it now. Man might 
say : It's all fair. God might pardon it. But 
your own heart would never forgive it.' " 

Edith sprang forward, and took both his 
hahds, with the tears rolling over her cheeks. 

" God will prevent it," she said, earnestly. 
^^ I have faith in Him. He will deliver us in 
our utmost need. He provided the Patriarch 
with an offering, and spared his son. He will 
find us a means of escape if we but trust in 
Him." 

"Miss Edith," replied Woodchuek, solemnly, 
"He may, or He may not, according to His good 
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pteaffore; bat of thi& I am certain, that, though' 
Christ <lied for oar transgressions, we have no 
right to see any one else suflfer for our doings. 
I have read my Bible a great deal up there on 
the hill-side lately— more than I ever did be- 
fore, ainoe I was a little boy^ — and I'm quite 
obtain of what I'm about. It has been a 
comfort and a strength to me. It's all so clear 
— H90 very clear. Other books one may not 
understand— one can't misunderstand that — 
unless one tries very hard. And now, pray let 
us have an end o't here. My mind is quite, 
made up. There is no use in saying a word 
more." 

All the rest were silent, and Edith left the 
room, with the large tears falling down her 
face. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

Tbh gteat Apothe(»ry's. »top of -Human Vanity 
is filled with "flaifcterifig tmctions: ;^' and there 
is not a sore spot upon the heart or miad c^ 
man, which eannot there find its ungu^eni— 
whel^er the disease proceed &om a sdf-geiie-^ 
rat^ CAiikei*^ or from a blow inflicted by ottiers.' 
Tbe greatest, the wisest, the healthiest^ the 
sotmde^-miidided, of mankind, have all octmsiofi: 
to apply to this shop ; auad they do so now and 
thesn^ ttiider the^ sot^ of re^et, and faili8f% aisd 
diS8^€fintm«nt, or the wounds of supercilious^ 
ne^, forgetfttlness, or neglect Oh, 

^* The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes," 

how often do they drive the iron into the 
flesh which requires that apothecary's shop to 
heal it! ^ . 
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Tet, let us not look too curiously into the 
motives which induced Mr. Prevost, after some 
hesitation, and some reluctance, to accept the 
appointment offered to him by the goyemment 

through Lord H . It was pleasing to him 

to think that his merits, and the services of 
which he was conscious — ^though, be it said, 
not too conscious — ^had only been so long over-' 
lodged, not from being unapparent or forgot* 
ten, but because, in some of his views, he had 
differed from the ministers lately dismissed. 
He knew not— or, at least, he did not recollect 
— how easy it is to forget when one is not 
willing to remember ; how rarely qualities are 
brought before the public gaze, except by inter 
rest, accident, or position — ^unless by impudence, 
arrogance, and self-sufficiency. One in ten thqu*^ 
sand men of those who rise, rise by merit 
alone; though there must be some merit in 
almost all who rise. But the really great are 
like fixed stars: few of the greatest iUB ey^ 
near the eye : one requires a teleisoope to see 
then), and that telescope is Time. 
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Putting aside military chiefs, wbio write their 
names in fire, many of the greatest men of all 
ages have been overlooked by Fame. The 
author of Job is unknown ; the builders of 
almost all great buildings of antiquity are 
nameless : the sculptor of the on6 Venus, and 
ike one Apollo — doubtful, doubtful — ^never re- 
corded in history. Then look at the &te c^ 
others. Behold Friar Bacon, and Galileo, in 
their dungeons ; Dante proscribed and ban- 
ished ; Shakespeare, a mere yeoman at Stirat- 
Sord; Homer and Milton, blind and poor; 
Vfrgil, Petrarch, Verulum, the flatterers of a 
court; Newton, the Master of the Mint I Hea- 
Tian and earth ! what a catalogue of black spots 
iqpion the great leopard! To hardly one of 
them did contemporary ibme alcribe a place 
pre-eminent. Why, it is a salve and a 
comfort to every fool, and every driveller. No 
spawns of a penny pamphlet— with vanity 
^^ioQgh^^— oflcn bo sure thiit he 10 not twin bro- 
1^^^ to^ the blind beggfir of Qteeoe. 
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But Mr. Fievost forgot all this. He was 
consoious of having labored well and diligently 
iiL what he believed the right path : there wa0 
in him a sense and an exp^ence of intellectual- 
power: he had felt, and had exercised, the*' 
c^)ability of guiding and directing otb^ra^ 
anght ; and, more than all, he had se^i many 
a time- the schemes which he had devised, the' 
words whicb he had written or spoken, adopfced> 
— ctppropriatedr^^-filohed — by others, and lauded/ 
making the &me and the fortune of a weak,- 
impndent, lucky charlatan, supported by in- 
terest, fimiily) or circumstances, while the real 
author was forgotten, and would have been 
hooted had he daimed his own. This gave 
him some c(mfidence in himself, independent (tf 
vamty-; and be it not for us to assay the me- 
tal too: closely. 

He accepted tbe office tendered, and at once 
set about preparing for its duties. There w^ 
botone impediment: hia anxiety for hia 6oa;' 
for, notwithstanding every a^iuunoe, he Mt 
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that qnivering doubt and fear which can Dnly 
be felt by a parent when a bdoYed child's fate 
is in the balance — which all parents, worthy of 
the name, have felt, and no child can compre- 
hend. 

When Edith rose, on the day following the 
visit of poor Captain Brooks — somewiiat later 
than was her custom (for the first half of tiie 
watches of the night had known no comforter) 
— ^Woodchuck was gone. He had waited for no 
leave-taking, and was on his road towards the 
mountains before the dawn of day. 

It was better for all, indeed, that he ^ould 
go ; and he felt it : not that there was any 
chance of his resolution being shaken, but, as 
he had himself said, he wished to forget that 
resolution as far as possible — ^to think no miore 
of his coming fate than the dark remembranoe 
of it within his own heart forced him to think ; 
and the presence of Mr. Prevost and his 
daughter — the very absence of "Waiter fi?om 
their :firer«dde — would haveii^minddl himioon- 
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stantly of the rook on which his bark was in* 
evitably steering. With Mr. Prevost and 
Edith, his presence would have had the effect 
of keeping up the anxious struggle between 
affection for Walter, and a kindly sense of 
justice towards him. His every look, his every 
word, would have been a source of painful in- 
terest ; and the terrible balancing of very nar- 
rowly divided equities, when life was in the 
scale, and affection held the beam, would have 
gone on, in the mind at least, continually. 

When he was gone, the agitating feelings 
gradually subsided. His self sacrifice presented 
itself to the mind as a thing decided: the 
mind was relieved from a greater apprehen- 
sion by a less ; and a quiet melancholy, when- 
ever his coming fate was thought of, took the 
place of anxious alarm. In some sort, the 
present and the past seemed to transpose them- 
selves ; and they almost looked upon him as 
already dead. 

True, aU fear in regard to Walter was not * 
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completely banished. There was nothing de- 
finite ; there was no tangible object of appre- 
hension ; they felt perfectly certain that Wood- 
chuck would execute his resolution; yet the 
heart, like an agitated pendulum, vibrated 
long after the momentum had ceased. It 
grew quieter and quieter by degrees, how- 
ever, on the part of Mr. Prevost : a change of 
thought, and of object, did much. All his 
preparations had to be made for the proper ex- 
ecution of the office he had undertaken ; he 
had more than once to go to Albany, and on 
each occasion he took his daughter with him. 
Each change had some effect ; and both he and 
Edith recovered a certain degree of cheerful- 
ness, at least in general society. It was only 
in the quiet and the silent hours, when either 
was left alone — when those intervals took place 
during which sleep refuses to visit the eye — 
when all external sounds are still — when all 
external sights are absent, and the mind is 
left alone with thought, and nothing but 
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thought, for its companion, — it was only then 
that the fears and the anxiety and the gloom 
returned. 

Every moment that could be spared from 

military duties was passed by Lord H at 

Edith's side, whether in her own home or in 
the city. People remarked hie attentions and 
commented on them as usual ; for no publicity 
had been given to their engagement, and the 
good-humored world thought fit to judge it 
strange that a young nobleman of such dis- 
tinction should be so completely captivated by 
the daughter of a simple gentleman like Mr. 
Prevost. 

Their comments affected the two lovers little, 
however. They were thinking of themselves, 
and not of the world ; and though the happiest 

hours of Lord H were those in which, at 

her father's quiet hermitage, he could pass a 
brief space in wandering with her alone through 
the beautiftJ scenery round, or sitting with her 
under the verandah, gazing out upon the pros- 
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pect and watching the advance of summer over 
the forest world, still he was happy by her 
side anywhere ; and her demeanor in society, 
her grace, her beauty, as compared with others, 
only served to render him proud and happy in 
his choice. 

Thus passed nearly three weeks ; by which 
time the bustle of active preparation, the 
marching of Several regiments towards the 
north, and signs of activity in every depart- 
ment, gave notice to the inhabitants of Albany 
that some important military movement was 
about to take place. The fife and drum, and the 
lumbering roll of the cannon, were daily heard 
in the quiet streets. Boats were collecting 
on the river ; parades and exercises occu- 
pied the greater part of every day ; scouts and 
runners were seen hurrying about in different 
directions ; and clouds of Indians, painted and 
feathered for the war-path, hovered round the 
city, and often appeared in the streets. 

Lord H had advanced with his whole 

VOL. III. E 
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regiment to the neighbourhood of Sandy Hill ; 
other bodies of troops were following ; and the 
Commissary-general, whose active energy and 
keen intelligence surprised all who had only 
known him as a somewhat reserved and moody 
man, had advanced to a spot on the Hudson, 
where a small fort had been built at the com- 
mencement of what was called the King's Eoad, 
to see, with his own eyes, the safe delivering 
and proper distribution of the stores he had. 
collected. Long ranges of huts were gathered 
round the fort, which was judged so far within 
the English line as to be a place of perfect 
security ; and many a lady from Albany, both 
young and old, had gathered together there to 
see the last of husband, brother, or father, 
before they plunged into the forest and en- 
countered the coming strife. 

Here everything was done as usual to smooth 
the front of war, and conceal its ugly features ; 

and certainly after the arrival of Lord H , 

with his regiment and the wing of another, 



file scene vma brilliant and lively enough. 
Bright dresses, glittering arms, military music, 
fluttering flags, and praiicing chargers, were be- 
hdd on every side ; and gay and lively talk^ 
only interrupted now and then by the solemn 
words of caution or direction £rom anxious 
heart to anxious heart, hid, in a great degree, 
the deeper, stronger, sterner feelings that 
were busy und^neath. 

In isdl such expeditions, amidst the bustle 
and excitement, there come lapses of quiet 
inactivity, especially before the first blow is 
struck. Some accident causes a delay ; some 
movements have not been combined with suf- 
ficient accuracy; one party has to wait for 
amother, and is left unoccupied. Thus was it 
in the present instance. A small but impor- 
tant-division of the army, to be accompanied by 
a large body of Indians, was retarded by a de- 
ficiency of boats ; and the news arrived tiiat 
two days must elapse before they could reach 
the fort 

E 3 
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A superior officer was now present; and 
both Lord H — '— and Mr. Prevost felt that it 
would be no dereliction of duty to seek leave 
of absence in order to visit once more the 
house of the latter, and personally escort 
Edith to the place where she was to remain^ till 
the object of the expedition was accomplished. 

The same day it was first made known what 
the object of that expedition was. The word 
Ticonderoga was whispered through the en- 
campment, running from the General's quarters 
through every rank down to the private 
soldier. A strange sort of feeling of joy spread 
throughout the force; not that many knew 
either the importance of the object or the state 
of the place ; but simply that all were relieved 
from an uncertainty. 

The comment of Lord H was very brief. 

He had, indeed, long known the fact now first 
published ; but, as he told it to Edith while seat- 
ing her on her horse to set out, he said — 

" The place is luckily near ; and the busi- 
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ness will soon be brought to an end, my love." 
A something indefinable in his heart, made him 
add, mentally, " one way or another." 

But he gave no utterance to the gloomy 
doubt ; and the little party rode away. 
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CHAFFER Y. 



A CALM, quiet evening with the wind at south, 
the sun setting red in clouds, and a grey 
vapour stealing over the sky, with every pros- 
pect of a coming storm, and yet everything 
still and sober in solemn tranquillity, often puts 
me in mind of those pauses in the busy course 
of life which precede some great and decisive 
event. It is very strange, too, but I have re- 
marked that it not unfrequently happens that 
such an aspect of external nature comes as it 
were to harmonize with our feelings when we 
take a brief pause upon the brink of great 
events, destined to bring fruition or disap- 
pointment to all the hopes of life. 
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Such an evening was that which Lord H — -r,. 



and Edith and Mr, Prevost spent together at 
the house where so many of. these scenes have 
be^i laid, after quitting Port Edward in the 
morning. Their journey had passed quite 
peaceably ; they had encountered no human 
being but a few bands of friendly Indians, 
going to join the army ; and the ride, as eyery 
one knows, was, and still is, a very beautiful 
one. It had occupied hardly four hours ; and 
thus the principal part of the day had been 
spent in tranquillity in a scene endeared to 
aU. 

Mr. Prevost had retired to his room to write ; 
and Lord H— — and Edith sat together in 
front of the house gazing out towards the set- 
ting sun. There are few things really sublime 
on earth ; but amongst the most sublime are 
those moments when we sit beside a fellow 
being so linked to us by love that our existence 
seems but as a part of his or hers, our hopesj^ 
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our fears, our happiness, our joy, identified : and 
yet, in the course ot mortal fate, the approach 
of some dark hour of parting, keeps ever 
whispering in our ear, " Ye are not truly one. 
Though mingling every thought and feeling, 
though heart beat with heart, and mind walk 
with mind, though each breast is open to the 
other, as to the eyes of conscience and of God, 
though linked and bound by every aspiration, 
and by every sentiment, ye are two and ye 
must sever." The sensation is very painful, 
but it is sublime in its intensity ; and such 
were the sensations of Edith and her lover as 
they sat there and watched the setting sun. 

They talked of many things, some not at 
all connected with the circumstances of the 
present or the future; they feared to dwell 
upon them too long, and they often sought 
relief in indifferent topics; still the coming 
hour was vaguely present to the mind of each. 
It was like sitting near a waterfall, with the 
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quiet, melanoholy murmur of the cataract 
mingling harmoniously, but sadly, with every 
other sound. 

"I trust, dear Edith, that we shall see it 

together," said Lord H , speaking of the 

distant land where they both had birth. " Many 
a lovely thing is to be met with in the old 
world, both in nature and in art ; and though I 
love these beautiful scenes well, and enjoy as 
much as any one the magnificence of unadorned 
Nature, yet methinks that is no reason why we 
should not appreciate to the full all that is fine 
or lovely, though of a different kind and 
character. It is the narrow-minded man, the 
man of an uncapacious soul, who suffers one sort 
of excellence alone to take possession of his taste 
or heart. Beauty and goodness are* infinitely 
varied ; and though I may love some aspects 
best, yet I trust ever to be capable of deriving 
pleasure from each and all." 

"But you have seen all these things, 
George," she answered ; " will it not weary 
E 5 
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you to go over them all again, with so un- 
tutored a companion as myself?^ 

He gazed at her for a moment, with a look 
of earnest aflfection, and gently pressed the 
hand he held in his. 

"I take a new light with me, Edith,** he' 
replied ; " a light that will give new loveli- 
ness to everything that is beautiful. I hav6 
often thought, ray beloved, that to see our own 
sensations — I mean happy ones, enjoyment, 
admiration, satisfaction — reflected from the 
mind of one so dear as you are to me, must be 
like beholding a lovely scene reflected from the 
bosom of a calm lake, where every fair feature 
and bright hue acquires a magic lustre, and a 
brightness greater in the borrowed image than 
even in the tangible reality. These are happy 
dreams, Edith; let us trust to renew them 
some few weeks hence; and then, whenever 
this campaign is over, I will quit this busy, 
perilous game of war, if Edith will then be 
mine, and realize the visions we love so well. 



In tite meanTfliile, dear one, as every one who 
goes into battle encounters eertainly some perils 
let ns speak a word of the fotnre, in case the 
worst should befall. You will remember me^ 
Edith, I am sure, if I should not return. I 
do not think you will ever love any other so 
well ; but, remember, I am, not so selfish in 
my love as to wish you to sacrifice the whole 
comfort and happiness of a life to the memory 
of one departed. Be happy when and in what 
way you can. Consult your own feelinga 
solely ; and I do believe that, if spirits can look 
down on earth when parted from this frail 
body, your happiness, however it is attained^ 
will add to mine; for 1 cannot think, that, 
when we quit this earth, we carry the selfish- 
ness of day along with, us." 

The tears swam in Edith's eyes, and gemmed 
the long, black lashes round them ; but they 
ran not over. 

" I have but one wish on earth, George,'^ 
she answered,, " when I think of the ehancea 
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that you mention. It is that I rmy not sur- 
?irive you even an hour- If I had not known 
it could not be, I would have asked to go with 
you, in the hope that, if you are to fall, one 
hour might take us both." 

Lord H^ smiled sadly, and shook his 

head. , 

^^That might entail greater sorrows still," 
he rejoined; "and in no sense could it be, my 
Edith. No soldier should have his wife with' 
him. While in the field, he should be de- 
tached as much as possible from every thought 
but that of duty. I doubt, indeed, that he 
should have any tie to earth whatever, except 
those which God imposed upon him at birth. 
This is one reason why I shall quit the army. 
I am less fit to be a soldier than I was ; but I 
should be utterly unfit if I thought you were 
in peril. From all apprehension on that score 
I go free. I felt some uneasiness, indeed, 
while I thought that you were to remain alone 
here with none but the servants round vou. 
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As matters are arranged at present, however, 
you would be quite safe with Colonel Schneider 
and his wife. Besides, his servants, and the host 
of workmen employed in finishing his house and 
all the other works he has going on, will prove 
a little body-guard in itself." 

" I should have felt myself perfectly secure 
here," returned Edith ; "for the familiar aspect 
of all things round gives a sort of confidence 
which I could feel nowhere else. These 
Schneiders I hardly know ;- but, if you and my 
father are better satisfied, I am content to be 
with them. What hour are we to set out to- 
morrow ?" 

"Between one and two o'clock," replied 

Lord H , "will be quite time enough. 

The distance is but six miles, and your father 
and I can very well escort you thither, and 
reach Fort Edward before night." 

" I am glad of that," answered Edith. " To- 
morro ^' is the day that poor Captain Brooks is 
to be here. T should much like to see him 
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opoe more^ and I hope that he will arrive 
before we go. If not, I must tell the servants 
to provide for him well, and show him ev^ 
kindness. Oh, George, is it not terrible to 
think of his encountering such a fate ? The 
very idea of providing his last meals for him 
when going to a voluntary death, makes my 
heart sink with horror and regret." 

*^ The only choice is between him and poor 

Walter," answered Lord H ; " and we 

must not forget that this act of Woodehuek's 
has not been pressed, or even asked, by us. He 
judges, and judges rightly, I think, that it 
would be ungenerous to allow Walter to suffer 
for his acts ; and, though I would not urge him 
to adopt the course he has chosen, I certainly 
would say nothing to dissuade him." 

" His self-devotion only makes it more ter- 
rible," returned Edith, " at least, in my eyes ; 
and yet I cannot help hoping," she continued, 
looking up inquiringly in her lover's face, 
" that something may occur — ^why should I not 
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say that something will be provided? — to 
rescue them both^ without this awM saori- 
fioe." 

Lord H would say nothing to quell a 

hope which ha thought would give comfort ; 
yet he did not share it, for his faith was 
less than Edith^s — man^s faith always is less 
than woman's. 

Not many minutes more passed before Mr. 
Prevost rejoined them, speaking to one of the 
servants, as he entered, in a calm but rapid 
tone, and giving various orders and directions 
for the morrow. Although not likely to be 
exposeii so much as if entrusted with a military 
command, some danger, of course, attended 
the mere fact of his accompanying the army ; 
and he had spent the last hour or two in making 
many arrangements in view of probable death. 
Though a man of a quick imagination and 
susceptible temperament, death had never had 
any great terrors for him. He was person illy, 
constitutionally, courageous ; and in whatever 



88 nOOKBEKOGA. 

aspect, or under whatever circumstances, he 
contemplated, the mere passing from one life 
to another, he could not bring his mind to fear 
it. Yet, strange to say, he was in some 
respects of an apprehensive turn of mind. He 
feared difficulty, he feared disgrace, he feared 
the slightest imputation on his honor or his 
character; he was exceedingly apprehensive 
when any danger menaced those he loved. 
Thus, as fer as he himself was concerned, he 
had sat down that day to contemplate his own 
death, as calmly as any other event inseparable 
from life ; but when the thought of Edith and 
Walter, and their future fate, mingled with his 
reflections, his courage was shaken, and he 
felt much agitated. He had pursued his task 
steadily, however ; had arranged all things so 
as to leave neither obscurity nor difficulty in 
his affairs; and then, casting all sombre 
thoughts from him, came down and joined his 
daughter and his friend below, with a tranquil, 
nay, a cheerful face. 
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All the proceedings of the following day 
were then definitely arranged. After an early 

and a hasty dinner, he and Lord H , with 

the four mounted men who accompanied them, 
and Edith's old travelling companion, Chando, 
were to escort her to the dwelling of Colonel 
Schneider : the new house built that spring even 
farther in the wild than that of Mr. Prevost, 
and of which the Indians on the hill had spoken. 
There leaving her at once, the two gentlemen 
were to return to the camp, which they cal- 
culated upon reaching before nightfall. Vain 
arrangements, vain preparations ! How con- 
tinually are we frustrated, even in the smallest 
and most insignificant plans, by that obdurate, 
overruling will of Fate ! 

The night passed quietly, day dawned, and, 
while Edith was dressing, she saw from her 
window the expected figure of Woodchuck, 
walking towards the door with a firmer tread 
and more resolute and easy bearing than he 
displayed when he had last appeared* On 
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descending, she found him talking with her 

ftither and Lord H with perfect calmness 

and ease. His look was firm and self-possessed ; 
his air was bold though tranquil; and he 
seemed to have gained health since she saw 
him. Edith was almost tempted to believe 
that 9ome happy change of circumstances had 
taken place ; but his first words dispelled the 
illusion. 

*^No, I thank you, Mr. Prevost,^' he said, 
*M must go on. I'll just take some breakfast 
with you, and then begin my march. I have 
calculated well my time, and I should like to 
have a day or two to come and go upon. It 
doesn't do to push things to the last. I guess 
I shall reach Johnson Castle to-night. Then, 
mayhap, I shall get a lift up the river in a 
canoe ; but, at all events, even if I am obliged 
to foot it all the way, 1 shall be in time." 

Mr. Prevost looked down, and fell into 
thought, while Woodchuck advanced to Edith, 
shook hands with her, and spoke upon indifo 
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ferent subjeete. She now remarked that he 
was dressed* in. different guise froD(L that 
which he had assumed dimng the winter. A 
light browH himting-shirt, loo«e in the body 
smd the sleeves^ seemed to be his principal 
garment; and in the belt which boiond it 
round him, was stuck the tomahawk and scalp^ 
ing-knife of an Indian. His rifle stood in osie 
corner of the. room. On his head he wore a 
fur cap as usual; a pouch and powder-horn, with 
moccassins on his feet, completed his equips 
Bfient. 

^' Well, General," he said, turning to Lo!?d 

H ; ^' I saw some of your people as I 

came up the river. There had been a fuss 
about batteaux^ but I showed them how they 
QQuld find some ; for a set of knaves, more 
I!raaek tfaaft English at their hearts, had 
dtVWB a crowd of them up the creek. So 
Abiforombie and the rest are all up at Fort 
Edward by this time." 

Loird H — ^ looked towards Mr. Prevost ; 
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but he was still in thought, and only roused 
himself to lead the way into the hall to break- 
fast. Woodchuok ate heartily ; but to touch a 
single mouthfal was a hard task for each of the 
other three. While still at the table, however, 
the sound of horses' feet galloping up to the 

door was heard ; and Lord H , starting up, 

looked out of the window. A young officer 
and a trooper of dragoons were at the door ; 

and the moment the former saw Lord H , 

he handed him a letter in at the win- 
dow, dismounting and entering soon after. 
By this time, the dispatch had been read 
both by the young nobleman and Mr. Prevost ; 
and the latter exclaimed, " This is most un- 
fortunate ! An immediate recall, Edith. We 
must not delay a moment, for the march com- 
mences to-morrow at day-break. Get ready as 
fast as possible, my love ; we will see you safely 
to Colonel Schneider's, and then gallop back to 
the Fort." 

" Excuse me for observing," said the young 
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officer, *^ that the order is peremptory* Of course 
his Lordship will judge for himself ; but I only 
follow General Abercrombie's commands, in 
saying that he wishes not a moment's delay." 

" But, my daughter. Sir, my daughter," 
said Mr. Prevost. 

The young gentleman bowed stiffly, but 
made no answer ; and the countenance of Lord 
H was very grave. 

" Surely," said Mr. Prevost, " 'twould be 
no great disobedience of orders to see my 
daughter safely to the house of my friend. 
Colonel Schneider, a distance of not more than 
six miles." 

" Which would take nearly two hours to go 
and come," said the young officer, drily; " at 
least, over roads such as these. But you and 
his Lordship are the best judges. I do not 
presume to dictate ; I only convey to you the, 
C!ommander-in-Chief's orders." 

" Leave her to my care, Prevost," said 
Woodchuck, starting up. ^^ I will see her safe. 
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It's all in my way. Some of tbe servants €aa 
go with us, and there is no danger." 

'^ I am in no fear, indeed, my dear father," 
said Edith ; " do not risk a censure. I shall 
be quite safe with our friend here." 

'^ I believe, indeed, you will," said Lord 

H ; " otherwise, I myself should be 

tempted to disobey. But the terms of this 
dispatch are so pressing, that, unless there 
were immediate and positive peril, I think we 
are bound to return to camp at once." 

He spoke aloud, and very gravely ; but then, 
advancing to Edith's side, he added a few 
words in a lower tone. Mr. Prevost walked up 
and joined in their consultation — a sufficient 
indication, it might have seemed, that they 
wished for a few moment's privacy. Wood- 
chuck understood, and walked quietly to the 
door ; for natural delicacy of feeling is but the 
reality of that of which politeness is the shadow. 
But the young officer, who was of that coarse, 
common stuff of which martinets are ultimately 
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made, still kept his ground, till Lord H , 

somewhat provoked, turned round and said, 

" Captain Lumley, you will have the good- 
ness to return to head-quarters, and inform 
the Commander-in-Chief that his orders shall 
he punctually obeyed." 

The young man paused a moment with a 
look of surprise and discontent ; and, a m<h 
ment or two after, when he passed Woodchuck 
at the door of the house, he was muttering — 

"Without asking me to take any refresh- 
ment !" 

His murmurs were, perhaps, natural ; for 
those who concede least to the feelings of 
* others, invariably exact most for their own. 

It is true. Lord H , occupied with 

thoughts that engrossed him altogether, dis- 
missed the aid-de-camp without remembrance 
of his needs as well as without any feeling of 
resentment, and omitted a courtesy which no 
resentment assuredly would have curtailed. 
But the young man, swelling with indignation 
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and offended dignity, mounted sullenly, and 
proceeded but slowly on his way. He had not 
gone one half the distance, however, between 
Mr. Prevost's house and Fort Edward, when 

Lord H and the Commissary passed him at 

great speed, and he did not reach head-quarters 
till half-an-hour after they had announced their 
own return, 
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CHAPTEE VI 



The storm, prognosticated from the red aspect 
of the setting sun on the night before, had not 
descended* when Edith Prevost left the door of 
her father's house. No rain-drops fell, no 
wind even stirred the trees, and it was only a 
sort of misty obscurity to the westward which 
gave token, to eyes well acquainted with the 
forest, that the promise of the preceding sun- 
set would yet be fulfilled. Overhead, all was 
clear and blue ; and the sun, though some white 
haze hung round its broad disk, was powerful 
for the season of the year. 

Edith's" companions were only Chando, the 
negro, the good woman, sister Bab, (whose 

VOL. III. F 
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kindness, faithfulness, and intelligence, had all 
been tried,) and Woodehuck, who refused to 
take a horse from the stable, but set out on 
foot by Edith's side. 

^^You can't canter a step of the way, Miss 
Edith," he said ; " so I can keep up with you, 
I guess ; for the road, such as it is, is better 
fitted for two feet than four." 

As she turned from the door, tears were in 
Edith's eyes, arising from many a mingled 
source. She had seen her father and him 
whom she loved as well, though differently, 
depart suddenly to danger and to battle. Her 
brother was far away, and she could not help 
thinking him still in peril. Not only was the 
future of all uncertain — for so the future of 
every one is — but the uncertainty was dark, 
and, as it were, more tangible than is generally 
the case with the dim, misty approach of the 
coming time. There was not only a cloud, but 
the cloud was thieatening. 

Nor was this all. There are times in the 
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course of almost every life, when soine little 
event, some marking point in the journey of 
existence, causes the mind to pause and review 
the past — to compare the present state with a 
state gone by. It is rarely that the contem- 
plation has not something painful in it, both 
on account of the heart's self-deceit and way- 
wardness, which teaches us always to estimate 
gains less than losses; and, also, because in 
our warfare with the world (except in very 
early youth) the gains, however highly we may 
estimate them, are, as in all other warfares, 
really less than the losses. We may have at- 
tained that which we desire ; but, nine times 
out of ten, we find that we have over-appreci- 
ated the object ; and, when we come to sum up 
the cost in health, happiness, purity of mind, 
exertion, care, anxiety, and all the pieces of 
coin with which man purchases success, we 
frequently find that we have bought the 
victory too dear — that that which we have ob- 
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tained was not worth all we have exchanged 
for it. 

The moment of departure from her father's 
door was one of those pausing places of the 
mind for Edith Prevost. She did not cast her 
thoughts far back ; she took in but a little 
range : six months was the limit. But she re- 
membered how calmly happy she had been in 
that dwelling six months before. Her father, 
her brother, were both there with her ; sweet 
natural affections had garlanded the door-posts, 
and tranquil hours of unagitated enjoyment 
had been the sunshine of her path. All 
that was necessary, much that was superfluous, 
she had possessed; and if she, as all other 
mortal beings, had not been absolutely content 
— if she, like every other girl, had felt a want, 
a vacancy of the heart, a capability of love 
unexercised, which neither filial nor fraternal 
affection could supply, — still it had been but a 
vague, indefinite feeling that there was some- 
thing more in life than she had yet known — 
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one crowning blessing not yet possessed. She 
had been very happy, though there had been 
the one thing wanting. 

Now, that one thing had been attained — 
Heaven knows without her seeking it. She 
loved and was beloved. But, oh 1 how sadly 
changed was all the rest I Her brother afar 
with a dark fate hanging over him — ^her father 
gone upon a path of p^ll ; and love, what had 
love left her ? Anxiety, keen, terrible anxiety, 
which might well counterbalance for some por- 
tion, at least, of all the sweetness of the bright 
blessing. 

She mused sadly, gazing down upon the 
horse's neck, and hardly seeing or thinking of 
the way she took. In the meantime, Wood- 
chuck trudged on by her side, with his head 
erect, his face lifted towards the sky, his pace 
steady and assured. Edith suddenly and 
almost unconsciously turned her eyes towards 
him. There was a tranquil elevation in his 
oountenancey a lofty resolution in his look, 
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•* 

vhich gave her thoughts, in a moment, an- 
other direction. She was parting from a woll- 
loved home and cherished associations, wi^ 
some clouds hanging over her, with s0m9 
anxieties dogging her path, but with a proba* 
bility of soon returning, and with many a 
sweet promise of future happiness. Yet she was 
sad and downcast. Woodchuck was marching 
onward, wittingly and voluntarily, to a certain 
and terrible death; and yet his march was tran- 
quil, firm, and resolute. She felt ashamed of 
her tears. Nay more, as thought ran on, she 
said to herself — 

" There is something more in life, something 
higher, nobler, grander, than any human pas- 
sion, than any mortal enjoyment, than any 
mere earthly peace, can give — something that 
comes from Heaven to aid and support us in our 
struggles here below. My poor companion 
knows and feels that he is doing his duty, that 
he is acting according to the commandment of 
his God ; and he is calm and firm in the preseiioe 
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of death, and in the separation from all eaithly 
things. And I — what have I to suffer, what 
have I to fear, in comparison with him ?" 

She made a great effort ; she shook off her 
sadness; she wiped the tears from her eyes, and 
said a few words to Woodchuck in a quiet 
tone. He answered briefly to her actual 
words, but then turned at once to the feelings 
which he believed to be in her heart. 

**Ah, Miss Pre vest," he said, "it's a sad 
thing for a young lady like you to part, for the 
first time, with those she loves when they are 
going to battle, and I don't know that a 
woman's heart ever gets rightly accustomed to 
it ; but it don't do to love anything too well in 
this world — no, not even one's own life. It's 
a sad stumbling-block both in the way of our 
. duty and our happiness. Not that I'd have 
people keep from loving anything. That 
would never do. They wouldn't be worth 
having if they couldn't love their friends, and 
love them very well; but, I guess, the best 
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way is to recollect always, when we've got a 
thing, tliat it is but a loan — ^life itself, all the 
same as everything else. It's all lent, and all 
will be recalled ; only, you see, my dear young 
lady, we've got a promise that, if we use what 
we Ve had lent to us well, it shall be given to us 
for ever hereafter, and that should always be a 
comfort to us It is to me." 

A slight sigh folbwed his words, and he 
walked on in silence for a minute or two, 
probably pursuing the course which he had 
laid down for himself in his very excellent 
philosophy, of marching on straight to a high 
object, and casting from him all thought of 
the unavoidable suflterings of the way. Soon 
after, he looked up to the sky, and said — 

" It's getting wonderfully black out there. 
I should not wonder if we had a flaw of wind 
and a good soaking rain. I say, Master 
Chando, put that bear-skin over the yoimg 
lady's baggage, and hold the horse better in 
hand, or you'll have him down amongst these 
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stumps. You ride better than you lead, my 
friend." 

The negro grinned at him, but did as he 
Wife directed ; and, a few minutes after, they 
issued out of the wood upon a small open space 
of ground extending oyer the side of a slight 
eminence. The view thence was prolonged 
far to the westward in a clear day, showing 
some beautiful blue hills at the distance of 
eight or nine miles. Those hills, however, had 
now disappeared ; and in their place was seen 
what can only be called a dense, black cloud, 
although those words give a very inadequate 
idea of the sight which presented itself to 
Edith's eye. It was like a gigantic wall of 
black marble, with a faint, white, irregular line 
at the top. But this wall evidently moved, 
coming forward with vast rapidity, although, 
where the travellers were, not a breath of air 
was felt. On it rushed towards them, swallow- 
ing up everything in its own obscurity. Each 
instant some tree, some undulation of the 
F 6 
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ground, some marking object in the prospect, 
disappeared in its deep gloomy ishadow ; and for 
a few moments Edith sat still npon her horse, 
gazing in awe and even in terror. Woodchuck 
himself seemed for an instant overpowered ; but 
then he caught Edith's rein and turned her 
horse, exclaiming — 

" Back, Miss Prevost, back, as fast as pos- 
sible ! That's the blackest cloud I ever see in 
all my days. There, there to the east'ard ! 
Get under them big old hemlocks. Keep away 
from the pines and the small trees. A tree 
had need to have been fastening to the groupd 
for a hundred years, to stand what's coming." 

As he spoke, he ran fast on by the side of 
Edith's horse till they reached the edge of the 
wood, and there he checked her progress. 

'' Not too far in, not too far in ! You must 
be ready to jump out if you find that these old 
fellows begin crashing." 

He then left her bridle, and walked carefully 
round several of the trees, examining their 
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trunks and roots with a very^ critical eye, to 
ascertain that they were firmly fixed and not 
decayed; and then, approaching Edith again, 
he held out his hand, saying — 
, " Jump down ! Here's one will do. He 
must ha' stood many a hard storm and bitter 
blasty and p'r'aps wiU bear this one too, for he's 
as sound as when he started up a little twig 
out of the ground before the eye of any mortal 
man now living winked in the sunshine — ay, 
or his father's either. Here, Chando, take the 
horses and grip them all tight, for depend 
upon it they'll caper when the wind and rain 
come, Now, my dear, put yourself on this side 
of the tree, keep close to him, and listen well. 
You may find him shiver and sway a bit, but 
don't mind that, for he's not so tall as the rest, 
and twice as stout ; and what makes me trust 
him is, that in some storm his head has been 
broken off, and yet his feet have stood stout. 
He won't catch so much wind as the others,^ 
and I think he'd stand it if he did. But if 
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you hear him begin to cranch, jump clear out 
here to the left into the open ground. He'll 
fall t'other way. If you keep close, the 
branches won't strike you when they fall, and 
the rain won't get at you ; for it's taking a lon^ 
sweep." 

The next moment, it came. The wind, 
blowing with the force of a hurricane, rushed 
over the valley below ; the leaves were torn off, 
the small twigs, with their umbrageous cover- 
ing, were carried aloft into the air and scattered ; 
a few large drops of rain fell ; and then the 
whole force of the tempest struck the hill-side 
and the more open forest where Edith stood. 
Tn an instant, the scene of confusion and de- 
struction was indescribable. The gusts seemed 
to hiss as they passed through the boughs of 
the trees and between the tall stems. Large 
branches were torn off and scattered far ; the 
young pines and birches bent before the force 
of the storm. As in the case of war and 
pestilence, the weak and the sickly and th^ 
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young and the decayed suffered first and most. 
Wherever the roots had not got a firm hold of 
the ground — wherever the thawing of the 
spring, or the heavy rains, had washed away 
the earth or loosened it — the trees came 
thundering and crashing down, and the din 
was awfiil ; the howling wind, the breaking 
branches, the falling tree, all joining in the 
roar; and the pattering rain, rustling and 
rushing amongst the withered leaves left by 
the winter, became at length thicker and 
more dense, till it seemed as if a river was 
falling down from the sky, hardly separated 
into drops, rather than a fertilizing shower 
passing over the landscape. 

Edith gazed round her in affright, for she 
could, as Woodchuck had predicted, feel the 
enormous, but low-stemmed, hemlock against 
which he had placed her, tremble and, quiver 
with the blast ; and a number of large trees 
hard by were rooted up, and cast prostrate. 
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bearing the turf and earth, in which they had 
stood, up into the air, while, here and there, 
some, more firmly fixed in the ground, but 
defective higher up, snapped in the midst, and 
the whole upper part was carried many yards 
away. But, though she gazed, little was the 
distance she could see, so thick and black was 
the covering of the sky ; while all around, what 
between the close-falling deluge and a sudden 
mist rising up from the earth, the sort of 
twilight that the storm- cloud left, was rendered 
hazy and still more obscure. 

The two negroes, as usual with that race, 
were clamorous and excited, adding the noise 
of their tongues to the roar of the tempest ; 
but the horses, contrary to the expectation of 
Woodchuck, seemed cowed and paralyzed by 
fear. Instead of attempting to break loose and 
rush ^,way, they merely turned from the 
wind and rain ; and with hoofs set firm, and 
drooping heads, abode the storm, with now and 
then a shivering thrill, showing the terror that 
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iktj felt. Woodchuck himself stood silent 
close by Edith, leaning his strong shoulder 
j^ainst the tree, and, with his eyes bent down 
upon the ground, seemed to lose himself in 
heavy thought. A man who has parted with 
the world and the world's hopes, is tempest- 
proof. 

After the first rush of the storm, there came 
a lull ; and then another fierce roar, and more 
falling trees and crashing branches. The 
whole forest swayed and bent like a feather in 
a breeze, and down came the torrents from the 
sky more furiously than ever. But, in the midst 
of all, Woodchuck started, leaned his head a 
little on one side, and seemed to listen, with 
his eyes fixed upon vaoancy. 

"What is the matter?" asked Edith, 
alarmed by his look. 

" I thought I heard a footfall," he answered. 

" In the roar of such a storm," exclaimed 
Edith. " It must have been some falling 
branch." 
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He only smiled for an answer ; but still he 
listened^ and she could see him. lift his arm a 
little from the lock of his rifle on which it had 
been tightly pressed, and look down upon it 
to see that it was dry. 

The next moment, however, he resumed his 
ordinary attitude, and said, in a quiet tone — 

" It's all nonsense, however. The Ingians 
are all quiet and friendly on this side of the 
lake. But you see. Miss Prevost, I have been 
for so many months on the watch every 
minute, not knowing whether I should not feel 
the scalping-knife or the tomahawk the next, 
that I have got over- wary. The Mohawks are 
all on the move about here, and no Hurons or 
any other of our enemies would venture across, 
except in a large body, to fight a regular 
battle. It must have been the tread of some 
friendly Ingian I heard, though they don't 
usually leave the trail, except when they've 
some object in view."' 

" But is it possible you could hear anything 
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distinctly amidst this awful noise?" asked 
Edith. **Are you sure you were not mis- 
taken?" 

" Oh no, I'm not like to be mistaken," an- 
swered Woodchuck. " One's ears get sharp 
with continual listening. I'm pretty sure it 
was a foot I heard, and a man's foot too. It 
seemed to me as if it had slipped off a loose 
stone, hidden under the leaves, and come down 
harder, perhaps, than he expected. But that's 
no proof that he meant mischief, for they've 
all got those cat-like sort of ways, creeping 
about silently, whether there's 'casion for it or 
not ; and, as I said just now, they're all friendly 
here on this side of Horicon." 

A few moments' silence succeeded; the wind 
once more swelled up, raged for a minute or 
two, and then fell again a little ; and Wood- 
chuck, putting out his head from beyond the 
shelter of the great trunk, observed, '* It seems 
to me to be getting a little clearer there to the 
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^est'ard. I guess it won't last more nor half 
^an hour longer." 

Almost as he spoke, from every side but 
-that which opened upon the hill, came a yell, 
w loud, so fierce, so fiend-like, that, ere she 
knew what she was doing, Edith, unde!r 
the sudden impulse of terror, darted at 
once away fi'om the tree into the open space, 
mad ran a few steps, till her long riding-dress 
caught round her feet, and she fell upon 
the grass. At the same instant, she felt a 
strong arm seize her by the shoulder, and heard 
the rattle of a rifle ; and, turning her head in 
mute terror, she beheld the gleaming eyes and 
dark countenance of an Indian, rendered more 
hideous by the half- washed off war-paint, 
bending over her. His tomahawk was in his 
-right hand ; her last hour seemed come ; but 
^so sudden, so confounding, had been the attack, 
that she could not collect her ideas. She could 
^ot speak, she could not think, she could not 
pray. The weapon did not fall, however ; and 
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the savage dragged ber up from the ground, 
and gazed upon her, uttering some of the 
uncouth exclamations of his people, in tones of 
satisfaction, and even merriment. 

One hurried glance around for help, showed 
Edith that all hope for help was vain ; and no 
words can describe her horror at the scene she 
saw« At the moment when she looked round, a 
tomahawk, in the hands of a gigantic Indian, 
was falling on the head of the poor negro, 
Ohando, and the next instant a wild shrieking 
.yell told that his agony was come and gone. 
Woodchuck, hatchet in hand, was battling for 
life against another savage, and seemed nearly, 
if not quite, his match ; but eight or ten more 
Indians were rushing up, yelling like wolves as 
thiey came ; and, in the midst of the struggle, 
while the hatchets were playing and flashing 
round the heads of the combatants, a young 
and active Indian sprang upon the poor hunter 
from behind, and threw him backwards on the 
earth. 

Woodchuck lay perfectly still and motionless, 
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gazing up at the tomahawk lifted over his 
head ; but, at that instant^ the young Indian 
put his arm upon his companion's naked breast, 
and pushed him violently back, with a loud 
exclamation in the Iroquois tongue. Then, 
seizing the hand of Woodohuck, he puUed 
up the sleeve of his hunting-shirt, and pointed 
to a blue stripe tattooed upon his arm. 

The lifted hand and tomahawk of the other 
sunk slowly by his side ; and Woodchuck sat 
up, and gazed around him, but without 
attempting to rise altogether from the ground. 

Five or six of the Indians came quietly up; 
and, some kneeling, some bending down, gazed 
upon the blue line, while the savage who had 
seized upon Edith, dragged her forward to the 
spot, and, still holding her fast, gazed likewise. 
Several quick and muttered words succeeded 
amongst their captors, a few only of which 
Edith heard and understood. 

"It's the sign, it's the sign!" cried one. 
Then came a sentence or two that escaped her 
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ear ; and then another yociferated " Ask him, 
ask him !" 

One of the Indians next seated himself on 
the ground before Woodchuck, spread out his 
hands like a fan, and addressed some words to 
him, which Edith, notwithstanding her perfect 
knowledge of the Iroquois language in most of 
its dialects, did not in the least comprehend. 
The answer of Woodchuck was equally unin- 
telligible to her ; and the only word which she 
caught was " Honontkoh." 

The moment he had spoken, two of the 
Indians placed their hands under his arms, and 
raised him from the ground. They took the 
precaution of disarming him entirely; and 
then, gathering round, they talked quickly and 
eagerly in low tones. But now they spoke a 
language which Edith understood; and, though 
she did not catch all that was said, she heard 
enough to show her that they were discussing 
•what was to be done with herself and "Wood- 
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chuck, whom it seemed to her that from some 
cause they recognized as a brother. 

Suddenly, the savage who held her pressed 
his fingers tighter upon her arm, exclaiming 
aloud, in a fierce, angry voice- — 

" She is mine ! I will dispose of her as I 
please !" 

" No one will oppose the brother of the 
Snake," said another and older man. " Scalp her 
when thou wilt, ; where canst thou carry 
her if thou dost not slay her ?" 

" Let us all go to the other side of Corlear, 
Apukwa," said the man who held her. "I 
will take her with me ; she shall cook my 
venison for me ; 'twas for this I brought you 
hither." 

" What ! shall we become women amongst 
the Hurons ?" demanded Apukwa. 

^'No," replied the brother of the Snake; 
" there are many of our tribe and order there, 
men of our own nation, outcasts like ourselves. 
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We will become, like them, warriors of the 
great French King, and fight against the 
accursed Yengees." 

" But how shall we cross ?" asked Apukwa. 

"There are canoes in plenty," replied the 
other. "Besides, our Canada brethren are 
here close at hand, at Che-on-de-ro-ga. They 
will give us help." 

A silent pause succeeded ; and then Wood- 
chuck having recovered from the confusion 
which perhaps the suddenness of the attack, 
perhaps the violence of his fall, had produced, 
stretched forth his arm, and addressed them 
after their own fashion. 

" Are we not brothers ?" he said ; " are we 
not all Honontkoh? are we not all bound by the 
dreadful name to aid each other even unto 
blood and death ? I demand, therefore — ye 
who have lifted the hatchet against us unjustly 
—to set me and this maiden free ; to make our 
feet as the feet of the panther, to go whither 
we will. I have spoken the terrible words; I 
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have uttered the dreadful name; the sign of the 
order is in my flesh, and ye dare not refuse." 

A look of doubt and hesitation came over 
the faces of the Indians ; and Apukwa in- 
quired — 

" Whither wouldst thou go, my brother ? 
We have all sworn the oath, in the presence of 
the dark Spirit, that we will aid one another, 
and that each of the Honontkoh will defend 
another of the order, though he should have 
eaten fire or shed his brother's blood. Thou 
hast shed our brother's blood, for we know 
thee, though we knew not that thou wert of 
our order. But we are Honontkoh, and we will 
keep the oath. We will defend thee, we 
will assist thee. But whither wouldst thou 
go?" 

" I go," answered Woodchuck, with unfor- 
tunate frankness and truth, '* I go to lay down 
my life for your brother's life. I go to the 
Castle of the Oneidas to say, ' Woodchuck is 
here ! Let the hatohet fall upon the old tree, 
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and let the young sapling grow up till its time 
be come. I killed the Snake ; take th« blood 
of him who slew him, and set the boy Wp-lter 
free. As for this maiden, she is mine ; I have 
adopted her. I claim her as brother claims 
from brother. Ye cannot be Honontkoh and 
take her from me. If ye be true to our order, 
give her into my hand and let us go." 

While he thus spoke, the countenances of 
the Indians round betrayed no mark of any 
emotion whatever, though many and varying 
feelings were undoubtedly busy in their 
breasts. 

As he ended, however, a sli^t and some- 
what scornful smile came upon the cunning 
face of Apukwa, and he replied — 

" We cannot let our brother go on such an 
errand. It would be contrary to our laws. 
W^ are bound to defend and protect him, and 
must not let him make wind of his life. The 
yellow leat falls of itself from the bough ; the 
green leaf is torn off by the tempest. We must 

VOL. ni. e 
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preserve our brother's life, though the young 
man perish." 

Edith's eyes wept fast with the bitterest 
drops of despair ; but Apukwa went on. 

" As for the maiden, we will hear and judge 
more another day. Thou sayest thou hast 
adopted her. We will hear how, for we know 
her to be the daughter of the pale-face Pre- 
vost. If she be the prize of the brother of the 
Snake, the brother of the Snake must have 
her. But if she be thy daughter, she is thine* 
Let her be with thee till we have heard all, and 
judged. We have not room now; for time 
goes fast, and we are near danger. The pale- 
faces are to the rising and the setting sun, 
towards the cold and towards the soft wind. 
The Honontkoh is the enemy of the pale-face, 
the abandoned of the Mohawk, and the out- 
cast of the Oneida. Take the maiden in thy 
hand, and go on towards the rising sun. We 
come with thee as thy brethren, and will pre- 
serve thy life." 
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Woodchuok gave an anxious glance to* 
Edith's face, and said, in a low voice, and in 
English — 

" "We can't resist, but we may outwit them. 
Come on for the present, for I guess it may be 
no better. I will shed my blood for you^ my 
dear, if I cannot for your brother." 

Taking her hand, he led her on towards the 
north-east, preceded by one, and followed by five 
or six Indians, who, according to their usual 
cautious plan, walked singly one after the other, 
well knowing that their prisoners could not 
escape them. Several remained upon the spot 
for a few minutes longer, engaged in stripping 
the pack-horse of all that he carried, and 
taking the saddles and bridles of the other 
horses, which they knew would be valuable in 
the eyes of the French. 

All this was done with extraordinary ra- 
pidity, and then the last party followed the 
first into the depth of the wood. 

By this time, the wind had considerably 
G 2 
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abated, though it still rained haxd. The mo- 
ment after the Indians had departed, however, 
the leaves and branches of a large flower- 
covered bush of the calmia, growing under a 
low, spreading hemlock, moved gently, and the 
next instant a black face protruded. After 
one hasty glance around, the whole form of the 
negress, sister Bab, was drawn slowly out from 
the bush ; and, running from tree to tree with 
silent speed, she stopped not till she caught 
sight again of the retiring Indum% and then 
followed them quietly and cautiously on their 
way towards Champlain. 
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GHAPTEE VII. 



The stillness of death pervaded the great 
lodge of the Oneidas; and yet it was not vacant. 
But Black Eagle sat in the outer chamber 
alone. With no eye to see him — ^with none 
to mark the traces of those emotions which the 
Indian so carefully conceals from observation — 
he gave way, in a degree, at least, to feelings 
which, however sternly hidden from others, 
wrought powerfdlly in his own heart. His 
bright blue and scarlet apparel, feathers and 
belt, medals aud armlets, were thrown aside ; 
and, with his head bowed, his face full of 
gloomy sadness, and all the strong muscles of 
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his finely-proportioned figure relaxed, he 
sat like an exquisite figure of grief sculptured 
in porphyry. No tear, indeed, bedewed his 
eyelids ; no sigh escaped his lips ; but the very 
attitude bespoke his sorrow^ and there was 
something awfully sad in the perfect, unvary- 
ing stillness of his form. 

Oh, what a terrible strife was going on 
within! Grief is ten times more terrible to 
those who concentrate it in the heart, than to 
those who pour it forth upon the wide air. 

The door of the lodge opeijed. He started, 
and instantly was himself again : the head up- 
right ; the face clear ; the aspect active and 
dignified. 

" Where hast thou been, my child?" asked 
the chief, gazing on his daughter as she en- 
tered, with feelings mingled of a thousand 
strong emotions — parental love, fond admira- 
tion, pity, regret, and manifold memories. 

" Where thou hast permitted me to go, my 
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father," she answered, with a smile so bland 
and sweet, that a momentary suspicion crossed 
her father's mind. 

" Thou dost not fojget thy promise, my 
Blossom,'' he said in a tone as stem as he ever 
used to her, 

" Oh no, my father," answered Otaitsa; 
" didst thou ever know me do so? To see 
him, to be with him in his long captivity— 
to move the rock between us, and to let some 
light into his dark lodge — I promised that if 
thou wouldst let me stay with him even a few 
hours each day, I would do nought, try nought, 
for his escape. Otaitsa has not a double tongue 
for her own father. Is Black Eagle's eye dim, 
that it cannot see his child's heart? Her 
heart is in his hand." 

" How fares the boy ?" asked her father. 
" Is there sunshine with him, or a cloud ?" 

" Sunshine," said Otaitsa, simply. ^^ We 
sat and talked of death. It must be very 
happy." 
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The chief gazed at her silently for a fetr mo- 
ments ; and then asked, ^^ Does he think so 
too?" 

" He makes me think so," answered the 
Blossom. " Must it not be happy where there 
is no weeping, no ^laughter, no parting of dear 
friends and lovers ; where a Saviour and Ee- 
deemer is ever ready to mediate even for those 
who do such deeds as these ?" 

" The Great Spirit is good," said Black 
Eagle, thoughtfully ; " the happy hunting- 
grounds are ever ready for those who die 
bravely in battle." 

" For those who do good," returned Otaitsa, 
with a sigh ; " for those who spare their ene- 
mies, and show mercy to such as obey the 
voice of God in their own hearts, and are 
merciful and forgiving to their fellow-men." 

Black Eagle smiled. " A woman's religion," 
he said. " Why should I forgive my enemies ? 
The voice of God you speak of in my heart. 
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teaches me to kill them ; for, if I did not, they 
would kill me.^* 

"Not if they were Chnstiaiui too," said 
Otaitsa, " The voice of God tells all men to 
spare each other, to love each other ; and if 
every one obeyed it, there would be no such 
thing as enemies. All would be friends and 
brethren," 

Black Eagle mused, for a moment or two, 
and then answered — 

" But there asre enemies, and therefore I 
must kill them." 

" That is because men obey the voice of the 
Evil Spirit, and not that of the Gk)od," rejoined 
the Blossom. " Will my father do so ? Black 
Eagle has the voice of the Good Spirit in his 
heart. He loves children, he loves his friends^ 
he spares women, and has taught the Oneidas 
to spare them. All this comes from the voice 
of the Good Spirit. Will he not listen to it 
ferther?"* 

G 
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. Her parent ronutined lost in thought; and, 
believing that she had gained something, 
Otaitsa went on to the point nearest to her 
heart. 

" The Black Eagle is just," she said ; '^ he 
dispenses equity between man and man. Is it 
either just, or does it come from the voice of 
the Good Spirit, that he should slay one who 
has done good and not harm ? that he should 
kill a man for another man's fault? Even 
if it be permitted to him to slay an enemy, is 
it permitted to slay a friend ? If the laws of 
the Oneidas are unjust, if they teach faithless- 
ness to one who trusted them, if they are con- 
trary to the voice of the Good Spirit, is not 
Black Eagle a great chief, who can change 
them, and teach his children better things ?" 

Her father started up, and waved his hand 
impatiently. 

^^ No more," he said, " no more. Whea I 
hear the voice of the Good Spirit, and know 
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it, I will obey it. But our laws came from 
Him, and I will abide by the sayings of our 
fathers." 

As he spoke, he strode to the door of the 
lodge, and gazed forth, while Otaitsa wept in 
silence. She saw that it was in vain to plead 
farther, and, gliding up to her parent's side, 
she touched his arm reverently with her 
hand. 

" My father," she said, " I give thee back 
the permission to see him, and I take back my 
promise. Otaitsa will not deceive her father ; 
but the appointed hour is drawing on, and she 
will save her husband if she can. She has 
laid no plan with him, she has formed no 
scheme, she has not spoken to him of safety or 
escape. She has deceived Black Eagle in 
nothing ; but now she tells him that she will 
shrink from nothing, no not from death itself, 
to save her brother Walter." 

" Koue, Koue f my Blossom," ejaculated the 
chief, in a tone of profound melancholy. 
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^^ Thou oanst do nothing." Then, msing his 
head suddenly, he added — " Go, my daughter ; 
it is well. If thy mother has made thee soft 
and tender a3 a flower, thy fisither has given 
thee the oourage of the eagle. Go in peace ; 
do what thou canst ; but thou wilt fail." 

" Then will I die !" exclaimed Otaitsa. 

And, gliding past him, she sought her way 
through the huts. 

The first door she stopped at, was partly 
covered with strange paintings, in red and 
blue colors, representing, in rather gro- 
tesque forms, men, and animals, and flowers. 
She entered, at once, without hesitation ; and 
found, seated in the dim twilight before a large 
fire, the old priest who had spoken last at the 
council of the chiefs in the glen. His orna- 
ments bespoke a chief of high degree ; and 
several deep scars in his long, meagre limbs 
showed that he had been known in the battle- 
field. He did not even look round when the 
Blossom entered, but still sat gazing at the 
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fliokfiring flame without the movem^t of a 
limb or feature. Otaitsa seated herself before 
him, and gazed at his fece in silence, waiting 
for him to speak. 

At the end of not less than five minutes, he 
turned his head a little looked at her, and 
asked — 

"What would the Blossom with the Old 
Cedar Tree ?" 

"I would take counsel with wisdom," re- 
plied the girl. " I would hear the voice of the 
warrior who is just, and the great chief who is 
merciful. Let him, whom my mother rever- 
enced most after her husband amongst the 
children of the Stone, speak words of comfort 
to Otaitsa." 

She then, in language which, in rich imagery 
and even in peculiarities of style, had a striking 
resemblance to the Hebrew writings, poured 
forth to him all the circumstances of Walter's 
capture, and of their love and plighted faith ; 
and, with the same arsrumeD^s which we have 
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seen already used, she tried to convince him of 
the wrong and injustice done to her lover. 

The old man listened with the usual appear- 
ance of apathy ; but the beautiful girl before 
him gathered that he ^as much moved at 
heart, by the gradual bending down of his 
head till his forehead nearly touched his 
knees. 

When she ceased, he remained silent for 
several moments, according to their custom ; 
and then raised his head, saying — 

^^ How can the Old Cedar help thee ? His 
boughs are withered, and the snows of more 
than seventy winters have bent them down. 
His roots are shaken in the ground, and the 
first blast of the tempest will lay him low. 
But the law of the Oneidas is in his heart ; he 
cannot change it or pervert it. By thine own 
saying, it is clear that the Good Spirit will do 
nothing to save this youth. The young 
warrior is the first they Jay hands on. No 
means have been found for his escape. No 
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pale-face has come into the Oneida land, who 
might be made to take his place. All thine 
efforts to rescue him have been seeds that bore no 
fruit. If the Good Spirit wished to save him, 
he would provide a means. I have no counsel ; 
and my heart is dead, for I loved thy mother 
as a child. She was to me as the evening star 
coming from afar to shine tipon the night of 
my days; but I have no way to help her 
child, no words to give her comfort. Has not 
the Black Eagle a sister who loved thy mother 
well, who has seen well nigh as many winters 
as I have, and who has a charm from the Great 
Spirit ? Her lodge is even now filled with wise 
women of the tribe, taking counsel together 
as to this matter of the young chief. All love 
him well, except the dark and evil Honontkoh : 
all would save him, whether men or women of 
the nation, were not the law of the Oneida 
against him. Go to her lodge then, and with 
her take counsel ; for the Cedar Tree is with- 
out words." 
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CHAPTER VIIT. 



The lodge of Black Eagle's sister was next m 
siae and importance to that of the chief him-' 
self, and on it, too, some European skill had 
been expended. Though on a somewhat 
smaller scale, it was very much such another 
building as that which has been described by a 
writer of those times as the Palace of a cele- 
brated chief of the Mohawks. In a word, " It 
had the appearance of a good bam divided 
across by a mat hung in the middle." It was 
only of one story, however ; but the workmen 
who had erected it a good many years before, on 
their return from the completion of Fort 
Oswego, had added a door of European form, 



with a latoh and a btass knob, Which gl:eatfy 
increased ite dignity in the eyes of the tribe. 

The possessor of this mansion, who was 
held in great revwence all through the Oneida 
nation, and was enippoeed to have commnnica^ 
tion with the spiritual world, had obtained, I 
know not how, the name of the Grey Dove, 
although her features by no means displayed 
the characteristic meekness of the bird from 
which she derived her appellation, but bore a 
considerable resemblance to those of h^ 
brother, which certainly well accorded with 
his name. 

When Otaitsa approached the door, she 
found it fastened, and she knocked twice with 
her hand before it was opened. A young girl 
then peeped out, and, seeing the Sachem's 
daughter, gave her admission at once into the 
outer apartment. The space on that side of 
the large mat which formed the partition, was 
vacant ; but a murmur of voices came from the 
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^vision beyond, and a light shone through the 
crevices between the mat and the wall. 

The feelings of Otaitsa's heart were too 
powerful to leave any timidity in her bosom ; 
and, although she shared, in some degree, the 
feelings with which ttie other Oneidas regarded 
the Grey Dove, she advanced at once, drew back 
the comer of the mat, and entered the chamber 
beyond. 

The scene was neither of a beautiful nor of 
a very solemn character ; nevertheless, there 
was something very striking in it. Seated 
around a large fire in the middle, were a 
i^umber of the elder women of the tribe, whose 
features and forms, once perhaps fair and lovely, 
had lost almost every trace of beauty. But 
their lineaments were strongly marked, and 
had, in many instances, a stem and almost 
fierce expression. Their eyes, jetty black, and 
in most cases as brilliant as in early youth, 
shone in the light of the fire like diamonds ; 
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mdj in many an attitude and gesture, appeared 
much of that grace which lingers longer with 
people accustomed to a free and unconfined 
life, than with those of rigid and conventional 
habits. 

Outside of the first and elder circle, sat a 
number of the younger women, from fifteen or 
sixteen years of age, up to five or six-and^ 
twenty. Many of them were exceedingly 
beautiful ; but the figures of their elder com- 
panions shaded them mostly from, the glare of 
the fire ; and it was only here and there that 
one of those countenances could be discovered, 
which might offer, in many of the Indian tribes, 
fit models for painter or sculptor. 

Seated,, not on the ground like the rest, but 
on a small low settle at the further side of the 
inner circle, appeared Black Eagle's sister, 
gorgeously dressed almost entirely in crimson, 
with anklets and bracelets of gold, and in- 
numerable glittering ornaments round her neck. 
She was much older than her brother. 
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H^ ludr, almost as white as snow, was knotted 
up behind on the ordinary roller without any 
decoration. Her features were aquiline, and 
muoh more prominent than those of Black 
Eagle ; and her eyes were still keen and 
bright. 

The mom^t they lighted upon Otaitsa, the 
exclamation burst from her lips — 

** She is come I the Great Spirit has sent her I 
Stand there in the midst, Blossom, and hear 
what we hare resolved." 

Otaitsa passed between two of the younger 
and two of the elder women, taking her place 
between the inner circle and the fire; and 
wonderfcdly bright and beautiful did she look, 
with the flame flashing upon her exquisite 
form and delicate features, and lighting up a 
oountenance full of strong enthusiasm and 
pure emotion. 

"Thy child hears thy words," she said, 
without pause or hesitation ; for it must be re- 
marked that the stoical gravity which pre- 
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vailed at the conferences of the chiefs and 
warriors, was not thought necessary among the 
#omen of the tribes. " What has the Grey 
Dove to say to the daughter of her brother?" 

" The boy must not die !" exclaimed the old 
woman, in a firm and decid(^ tone. ^^ It is not 
the will of the Great Spirit, or, if he die, there 
shall be wailing in every lodge, and mourning 
innongst the children of the Stone. Art thou 
willing, Otaitsa, child of the Black Eagle, 
daughter of the Flower of the East, to do as we 
do, and to obey my voice ?" 

Otaitsa gazed round the circle, and saw a 
stem and lofty determination written on every 
countenance. Her own heart was not one to 
quail at any undertaking, known or unknown ; 
and the only thing which could have deterred 
her from taking the pledge proposed, was the 
spirit of Christianity. But it must not be sup- 
posed that the Christianity of the Indian girl, 
notwithstanding all the labors of her missionary 
friend, was pure and unmixed with the charao- 
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teristics of her people. All the daily habits of 
life, all that she saw, all that she heard around 
her, mingled the notions and the feelings of the 
Indian with the doctrines and the sentiments 
of the Christian, The first impulse was always 
Indian ; the rectifying principle neariy Chris- 
tian. 

After gazing round them for an instant, she 
answered, "I am ; I will do what thou say est 
to save him, even unto death." 

" She has said !" cried the old woman. 
" Now then, Blossom, this is thy task : thou 
shalt watch eagerly as a fox upon the hill-side, 
and bring word to me of the exact day and 
hour when the sacrifice is to be offered. Every 
one must watch." 

" But how shall I discover ?" asked Otaitsa. 
" The warriors tell not their secrets to women. 
The Black Eagle hides his thoughts from his 
daughter ; he covers his face with a cloud, and 
wraps his purposes in shadows, from our 
eyes." 
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" By little signs shalt thou know," returned 
the Grey Dove. " Small clouds prognosticate 
great storms. When thou seest any change, 
mark it well. If his head droops, and his eye 
seeks the ground more than common, bring, or 
send the tidings unto me. If he be silent 
when he should speak, and hears not the words 
thou utterest — ^if he gazes up to the heaven as 
if he were seeking to know the changes of the 
weather when all is clear — and if he looks at the 
tomahawk as it hangs upon the beam, with a 
dull and heavy eye, — be sure the time is 
coming." 

Otaitsa gave a wild start, and exclaimed, 
" Then it is this night ! for all the signs you 
mention have been present. When I entered 
the lodge, his head was bowed down, and his eyes 
were fixed upon the ground. He was very sad. 
He heard me; but his thoughts seemed to 
wander. When he stopped my petition, and 
turned towards the door, his eyes rested 
gloomily on the hatchet ; and when he stoo(? 
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without, they were lifted to the sky, aa if 
looking for stars in the day time. It is to 
night ! it is to-night ! Oh, what shall be done ?" 

^* Nay," answered the Grey Dove, with a 
kindly look, " it is not to-night. Be comforted, 
my child. Not until to-morrow at the hour of 
twilight, will the six moons have passed ; and 
the Black Eagle speaks no word in vain. He 
will not lift the tomahawk a moment before the 
hour ; but to-morrow will be the time, after 
the sun has set. The pale-faces have taken 
the war-path against each other, and the allies 
of the Black Eagle have called upon him to 
take wing, and help them. They have bade 
him paint himself for the battle, and come 
forth with his warriors. He has waited but 
for this ; and now we know the day and the 
hour, for he will not tarry." 

Otaitsa still trembled; but her mind was 
much relieved for the moment. She knew her 
father well, and she saw the truth of what the 
Grey Dove said. 
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"How shall we stay him?" she inquired. 
" The Black Eagle bends not in his way like a 
serpent ; he goes straight upon his path like a 
bird in the air* He hears not the voice of 
entreaty; his ears are stopped against the 
words of prayer. You may turn the torrent 
as it rushes down after the melting of the snow, 
or the rock as it falls from, the precipice ; but 
you cannot arrest the course of the Black Eagle, 
or turn him from his way." 

" Be firm and constant," said the Grey Dove. 
" We are in the hands of the Great Spirit. 
Watch your father closely, Otaitsa, all to- 
morrow, from the mid-day till the setting sun 
— from the setting sun till the dawn, if it be 
needful. The moment he goes forth, come 
thou to me at the lodge of the Lynx, by the 
western gate of the palisade ; there shalt thou 
find me with others. I know that thy young 
heart is strong, and that it will not quail. 
Watch carefully, but watch secretly. See if 
he take the tomahawk in his belt, and if hi^ 

VOL. III. H 
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face be gay or gloomy. Mark every sign, and 
bring the news to me." 

" They may go by the other gate, and steal 
round," said one of the women in the inner 
circle. " I will set my daughter, now waiting 
without, to watch that gate, and bring us 
tidings. She is still and secret as the air of 
night, and has the foot of the wind." 

" It is good," said the Grey Dove, rising. 
"Let us all be prepared, for the boy must 
not die." 

No more was said ; for the old prophetess 
fell into one of those deep and solemn reveries, 
from which all present knew she could not 
easily be wakened, and which probably had 
acquired for her the reputation of conversing 
with the spirit-world. 

One by one, slowly and silently, the women 
stole out of the lodge, dispersing in various 
directions the moment they quitted the door. 
Otaitsa remained till the last, in the hope that 
the Grey Dove would speak again, and aflford 
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her some farther information of her plans ; but 
the old woman remained silently gazing on the 
fire, with her tall figure erect and stiff, and 
probably perfectly unconscious of the departure 
of the others, till at length the Blossom followed 
the rest, and returned quietly to the great 
lodge- 

The following day became dark and stormy 
about three o'clock in the afternoon. A sharp, 
cold wind succeeded to the mild breath of 
spring ; and the Indians generally remained 
assembled round their fires, leaving the wide 
place within the palisade very nearly deserted. 

Shortly before sun-set, one Indian woman 
crept quietly forth, and took her way towards a 
hut near the eastern entrance of their village. 
Another followed very speedily; and before 
twilight had ended, and night began, no less 
than twelve stood beneath the roof, with the 
Grey Dove in the midst of them. It was too 
dark for any one to see the face of another ; for 
the night had fallen heavily and thick, and a 
H 2 
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blanket was stretched across the entrance. 
But the Grey Dove felt them one after another 
with her hands, asking a question of each, to 
which she seemed to receive a satisfactory 
answer. 

"The thirteenth is not here," she said; 
"but she will come, and her heart will not 
fail." 

A dead silence fell over them all after these 
words were spoken ; that sort of stem, heavy, 
solemn silence which not unfrequraitly ^nre- 
cedes the execution of some strong and terrible 
resolution. Yet, of those twelve, there were 
several gay and lively girls, as well as women 
fallen into the decline of life. Nevertheless, all 
were as still as death. The volatile lightness 
of youth, as well as the garrulity of old age, 
was hushed. 

Suddenly, after they had waited about 
twenty minutes, the blanket was pushed aside, 
and another figure was added to the number. 
The voice of Otaitsa whispered — 
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" He is gone forth armed as if for battle ; 
he has his tomahawk with him ; his face was: 
very sad. I saw the Old Cedar cross to the 
west gate, with others whom I knew in the 
darkness." 

She spoke in eager haste, and gasped for. 
breath; but the old woman took her by the 
arm, saying — 

" Be calm, be still ! Now follQW noiselessly. 
Then bend down as you pass through the maize ; 
though, in this black night, who shall see us ?'' 

She was the first to issue forth ; then came 
Otaitsa ; and the others followed one by one, 
with quick, but silent, steps, through the wide 
field of maize that swept round the palisade, 
and then into the neighbouring forest. Once, 
when they came near a spot where the polished 
mirror of the lake collected and cast back every 
ray of light that remained in the air, they 
caught sight of a dark file, shadowy and ghost- 
like as themselves, moving on at a little 
distance in the same direction. But it was 
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soon lost, and the sight only served to hasten 
their footsteps. 

Passing along a trail whioh cut across the 
neck of a little wooded promontory, they sud- 
denly came in sight of the lake again, and, by 
its side, a low Indian hut, marked out plainly 
against the surface of the water. When within 
about thirty yards, the Grey Dove halted, 
whispered a word or two to those who followed, 
and then, bending down, crept closer to the 
lodge. 

" Oh, let us hasten,'^ whispered Otaitsa. 
" They are already there ; I hear my father 
speaking." 

" Hush, hush ! be still !" ejaculated the old 
woman in the same tone. * ' The Black Eagle will 
do nothing hastily ; it is for him a solemn rite. 
Let me first get near; then follow, and do 
what I do." 
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CHAPTEE IX. 



It was a sad and weary day to poor Walter 
Prevost, for he was without his consolation. 
The time of his long imprisonment, indeed, 
had been less burdensome than might have 
been supposed, although, during the first two 
or three weeks, many a fruitless effort to escape 
had wearied his spirits. He learned, however, 
that escape was impossible ; he was too closely 
and too continually watched. There was nothing 
to prevent his quitting the hut ; but the mo- 
ment he did so, whether night or day, he was 
met by two or three armed Indians. They 
were kind and courteous to him, though they 
suffered him not to bend his steps in the 
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direction of their Castle or village, nor to 
approach the lake, to the banks of which many 
a canoe was moored. Sometimes one of them 
would take him to hunt ; but two or three 
others followed, and never separated from 
his side. They were not fond of speaking of 
his probable fate, and generally avoided 
the subject with true Indian skill; but 
once a young warrior, less experienced than 
the rest, related to him the messages which the 
great chief had sent by the runner Proctor, 
and Walter learned the decision regarding his 
own fate, and the chances on which it hung. 
That young Indian was never seen near him 
more. It was evident that he was looked upon 
as having betrayed counsel, and that he had 
removed. 

But, about-that time, the greatest solace and 
balm he could receive was afforded him* 
Otaitsa suddenly appeared in the hut, and told 
him that, by promising to make no personal 
effort for his rescue, and to take no advantage 
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of the freedom granted her, to facilitate his 
escape by his own efforts, she had obtained 
pennission to visit him for two hours each day. 
She had explained to him, however, |;hat others, 
in whom she trusted, were busy in his cause ; 
and that the Grey Dove herself, on whom all her 
people looked with the greatest reverence, had 
positively .assured her he should not die. 

At first, their interviews were sad enough. 
Hope and fear kept up their battle in the 
heart ; but in time those emotions passed away, 
and love and happiness were all that remained ; 
or, if aught of fear mingled with those blsssings, 
it was but enough, as it were, to sanctify their 
intercourse, to purify it of some portion of 
earthly passion, so that, even while they sat 
twined in each other's arms, their conversation 
would often be of death and future life aud 
happiness unmingled. She often called him 
" husband" to her father ; but it was always 
" brother" when they were there alone. 

Day after day, beneath the sunshine or the 
H 5 
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cloudy over the snow or the green earthy 
Otaitea visited the hut. But she had grown 
anxious as the days rolled on. She had not 
calculated the time accurately ; but she knew 
the appointed day was near : and Walter was 
not delivered. She accused herself of folly in 
having trusted to others ; though she saw not 
how, watched as he was, his deliverance could 
he efltected by herself. But she resolved now 
to bestir herself, and, if she lost her life in the 
attempt, to make one last great effort to set him 
free. 

Such was her resolution on the preceding 
day, when, pn parting with him, she whispered 
in his ear, lest any one should be listening 
without : 

" I shall not come to you again, my brother, 
till I come to save you. I know not how it 
will be ; but, if I fail, Walter will not be long 
in Heaven ere Otaitsa seeks him there." 

He hardly believed she could keep her reso- 
lution of abstaining from, at least, one more 
interview. But the weary day passed by ; the 
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Indians who brought him food and fire, ap- 
peared and disappeared ; the rain fell heavily ; 
he wind shook the hut ; and Otaitsa did not 
come. 

At length, the night began to fall, stem, 
gloomy, dark ; a rayless sunset, a brief twilight, 
and then utter blackness. His spirit sank low, 
indeed; his heart felt heavy and oppressed : he 
bent him down, stirred up the embers of his 
fire, piled more wood upon it, and kindled a 
bright, cheerful blaze. But it had no ejffect in 
raising his spirits or warming his heart. All 
within him was cheerless. 

He sat and gazed into the fire, and thought 
of his absent home, and of the pleasant days 
of youth, and of the sweet dreams he had once 
cherished — the hopes that hung like faded 
pictures upon the wall of memory. A thousand 
little incidents, a thousand delightful recollec- 
tions, came back upon him, while he sat and 
meditated, as if merely to make life more dear ; 
when, suddenly, on the other side of the hut, 
a dark figure crossed the fire-light, and then 
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another, and another, and another, till they 
numbered six. They were all chiefs, and men 
of lofty mien; but stem, and grave, and 
silent. They seated themselyes in a semi-circle 
at the very farther part of the hut, and for 
several minutes remained profoundly stilL 

He understood, at once, what it meant. 
The last hour of life was come ; and the dead, 
heavy sinking of the heart which the aspect of 
death suddenly presented to an unprepared and 
imexcited mind, was the first sensation. True, 
the door stood at a little distance, on his right 
hand, and they were at the other end of the 
hut, with no one between him and the means 
of egress ; but he knew their swiftness of foot 
and deadly aim too well. It was better to stay 
and to meet the worst there, than to fall by 
the thrown tomahawk in inglorious flight. He 
rallied his spirits ; he called all his courage to 
his aid ; he bethought him of how an Indian 
would die, and resolved to die boldly and 
calmly likewise. 

Sitting still in silence, he gazed over the 
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countenances of the chiefs, scanning their 
stem, hard features thoughtfully. Only two 
were there whom he knew ; Black Eagle him- 
self, and an old man, with a white scalp-lock, 
whom he recollected having comforted and 
supported once when he found him ill and ex* 
hausted near his father's house. The others 
were all strangers to him ; and nothing could 
be read upon their faces but cold, rigid deter- 
mination. No passion, no anger, no emotiouj 
could be traced ; but there was something in- 
expressibly dreadful in gazing on those still, 
quiet countenances, with a knowledge of the 
bloody purpose of the men. To have died in 
battle — to have struggled with them fiercely 
for life — would have been nothing ; but to sit 
there, coldly awaiting the moment of the ruth- 
less blow, and to know that they expected it to 
be borne with the same quiet, stoical apathy 
^Lth which it was dealt, was very, very terri- 
ble t "" the young European. 

Yet Walter tried to nerve himself to the 
utmost against any sign of fear, and strove for 
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resolution not to disgrace himself, his name, 
and family, even in the opinion of those wild 
Indians, There must have been apprehension 
in his eyes — ^in the straining eagerness with 
which he scanned them ; but there was no 
other mark of alarm : not a muscle moved : 
the lip did not quiver : the brow was not con- 
tracted. 

At length, after that long, solemn pause, the 
voice of .Black Eagle was heard speaking low 
and softly. 

"My son, thou must die," he said. "Thou 
art dear to me as a child ; thy father is my 
brother ; but thou hast drawn an evil lot, and 
thou must die. The morning of thy days has 
been short and bright ; the night comes for 
thee before the day is well begun. The blood 
of our brother who was slain must be atoned for 
by the blood of one of the race that slew him 
— the white man for the red man. We have 
sought in vain for the murderer of our brother, 
or for some one who might have been a sub- 
stitute for him whom we love. Each man 
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here would have perilled his own head to find 
another in thy place ; but it could not be. The 
pale-faces took fright at the news of what had 
been done, and none has been found within 
otir territory. We know that the man who 
did the deed has been here. We fancied that 
he had come generously to pay the penalty of 
his own act ; but fear was in his heart, and 
twice he escaped us. He is as cunning as the 
fox, and as swift to flee. Now, oh thou son 
of my brother ! thoa must die ; for the time 
has gone by that was given thee in the hope 
of some deliverance : the hours have run 
swiftly and in vain ; and the last has come. 
We know that it is the custom of thy people 
to sing no war-song at their death ; but to pray 
to their Good Spirit to receive them speedily 
into the happy hunting-grounds. We shall 
not think it want of courage if thou prayest ; 
for the son of our brother Prevost will not dis- 
grace his name at his death. Pray, therefore, 
to thy God ; thy prayer shuU be as it were a 
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war-song, and, strengthened by it, thou shalt 
die as a man and a warrior." 

Walter remained silent for a moment, while 
a terrible struggle went on in his heart ; but 
resolution conquered, and he rose from the. 
ground on which he was sitting, erect and firm ;. 
and, stretching forth his hand, he said — 

" Chiefs of the Oneidas, you are unjust. At 
this hour of my death, I tell you, you know not 
equity. Your laws are not of the Good Spirit, 
but of the bad ; for it is evil to kill an innocent 
man, black and dastardly to slay a helpless man, 
who trusted you and loved you ; and, if it is by 
your law you do it, your law is bad, and the 
Good Spirit will condemn it. My father came 
and planted his tree amongst you ; we grew up, 
my sister and myself, loving and confiding in 
your people. We made your tongue our 
tongue, and my heart became one with the 
heart of the daughter of your chief. Lo, now, 
how ye repay kindness, and love, and truth, 
with falsehood, cruelty, and death ! You are 
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great warriors, but you are not good men. In 
this last hour, I reproach you ; and I tell you, 
with the voice of a dying man, as with the 
voice of one from the land of spirits, that, 
sooner or later, the great God of all men will 
make you feel that you have done an evil thing 
in my death." 

He paused suddenly ; for his eyes, turning 
somewhat in the direction of the door, saw a 
female figure enter, wrapped in the peculiar 
blanket or mantle of the Indian women. 
Another and another entered ; and one by one 
the shadowy forms ranged themselves in line 
along the side of the hut, their faces but faintly 
seen by the flickering fire-light. They were 
all as silent as death ; and there they stood as 
solemn witnesses of the dreadful scene about 
to be enacted. 

The eyes of all the chiefs were turned in 
the same direction as his own, and a moment 
or two of wonder and embarrassment passed ; 
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but then the voice of Black Eagle was raised 
loudly and sternly, saying — 

" Get you home to the Castle, Oneida women. 
This is no place for you. Meddle not with the 
business of warriors and of men. Dare not to 
intrude upon the sacrifice of atonement for our 
brother's blood." 

"Who is it that speaks?" said the clear, 
shrill voice of the Grey Dove. "Is it the 
man of the black heart who slays the son of 
his brother ? Who is it that dares to speak 
thus to her who sees the Great Spirit in her 
visions, and holds communion with the souls of 
the dead ? Is it a man pure in heart and hand 
— a man whose purposes are good in the sight 
of the Great Spirit, and who is doing a deed 
pleasing in his sight ? Is he taking the life 
of an enemy in the battle ? Is he scalping a 
foe with whom he has fought and conquered ? 
Lo, now, this is a brave deed, to slay the son of 
a friend, and a boy who has no power to resist. 
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But the boy shall not die. If a pale-face has 
killed one of the children of the Stone, this 
boy has saved the life of more than one. His 
hand has been free, and his heart open to the 
Oneida, and his good deeds are more than 
enough to atone for the evil deeds of another. 
The ashes of thy pipe, Black Eagle, upon the 
hearth of Pre vest, call out shame upon the mur- 
derer of his son," 

" Get youhence, woman !" vociferated another 
chief. '' We are not soft as water, to be turned 
in what course you will ; we are the children of 
the Stone, and our hqart is the rock." 

" Be it so then," cried Black Eagle's sister. 
" Look upon us now, oh, chiefs ! We are here, 
your mothers, your sisters, your daughters, 
your wives ; those you love best, those who best 
love you. See now what we are commanded 
to do by the voice of the Good Spirit. If you 
slay the youth, you slay us. Every lodge shall 
be left desolate ; there shall be wailing through 
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the village, and through the land. Kow, my 
sisters, if fheir heart be a stone, let our heart 
be soft, and let the knife find it easily." 

As she spoke, every mantle was thrown back, 
and every arm raised, and in every hand was 
seen the gleam of a knife. 

Black Eagle covered his eyes with his 
mantle, but sat still. Walter sprang across, 
and cast himself at the feet of Otailsa, ex- 
claiming — 

" Hold, hold ! for God's sake hold, my 
Blossom !" 

" Back, back !" cried the girl, vehemently ; 
"ifthoudiest, I die." 

"All, all !" exclaimed the women, in the 
same determined tone. 

At this moment, the old priest rose, and 
stretched forth his hands. 

" It is the voice of the Great Spirit," he 
ejaculated, in the tone of one inspired. "He 
speaks to us by their tongue ; he tells us to 
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forbear. The deed is evil in his sight ; we 
must not do it. The blood of our brother is 
atoned for. It is the voice of the Great Spirit !" 

" It is the voice of the Great Spirit, it is the 
voice of the Great Spirit !" exclaimed each of 
the chiefs. And Black Eagle, casting from 
him the tomahawk, took Walter in his arms, 
saying, in a low voice — 

" My son, my son !" 

Otaitsa advanced a step towards them ; but, 
before she reached her father, her sight grew 
dim, and she fell fainting at his feet. 



166 HOONDEROGA. 



CHAPTEE X. 



The din of preparation was heard in the great 
Castle of the Oneidas. With the first light of 
morning, numerous small bands began to pour 
in, summoned secretly long before, to hold a 
war-council, and to march against the enemy. 
Before noon, larger bands began to appear, led 
by several of the noted warriors of the nation ; 
and one very numerous body, coming across 
the lake in a little fleet of canoes, brought 
with them a great quantity of baggage, in the 
shape of tents and provisions, with women and 
even children. 

The scene which took place when all were 
assembled, in number more than a thousand, is 
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perfectly indesoribablo. Nor shall I attempt 
to give a picture of it. A long period of peace 
seemed only to have given the western warriors 
a sort of thirst for war ; and their joy at the 
unburying of the hatchet, and the march 
against an enemy, brought forth demonstrations 
which, to any civilized eye, would have ap- 
peared perfectly frantic. Screaming, shouting, 
singing, dancing, striking the war-posts with 
their tomahawks, and shaking their rifles in 
the air, they seemed like beings possessed by 
someevil spirit ; the quiet and grave demeanor 
was altogether cast aside ; and the calmest 
and most moderate boasted outrageously of 
deeds done in the past, and which ought to be 
performed in the coming war. 

About an hour after noon, however, a sud- 
den and complete change came over the scene. 
In an open space before the great lodge, all 
the chieftains of the different Totems or tribes 
assembled ; and the usual circle was formed 
around the great war-post of the Black Eagle. 
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The younger warriors gathered in other rows, 
without the first ; and the youths, the women, 
and the children, beyond them again. 

One exception to the usual order took place. 
The great chief had, on either side of him, one 
of those both of whom he now called his 
children. Otaitsa in her most brilliant apparel 
stood upon his left ; and Walter Prevost, armed 
and dressed like the Oneidas, with the sole 
diflterenc© that his head was not shaved like 
theirs, remained standing throughout the cere- 
mony on his right. 

As soon as all movement had ceased, and the 
stillness of death fell over the whole multitude, 
Black Eagle, in a speech of powerful eloquence, 
related all that had occurred on the preceding 
night, and justified the act of himself and the 
other chiefs in the eyes of the people. He said 
that he, himself, and five of his brethren, had 
been prepared to sacrifice the son of Prevost 
to atone for the blood of the Snake, and to 
satisfy the customs of the Oneidas, although 
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each would rather have slain his own «on; 
but that the Great Spirit had spoken by the 
tongue of his sister, and they had forborne. 

When he had done, the Old Cedar rose, but 
uttered only a few words. 

'' It was the voice of the Great Spirit," he 
said ; and immediately a murmur of ^' Koue ! 
Kou6 !" ran round the assembly in confirmation 
of the act. 

The chief then explained to his warriors why 
he had that day, called them around him; for, 
although the object was already well known to 
all, and the news had spread that the English 
were marching against the French upon Lake 
Champlain, the Indians never acted in massei:; 
without solemn deliberation ; and a war-speech, 
as they called it, was universally expected from 
their renowned leader. He dwelt at large 
upon the alliance between the English and the 
Five Nations, and upon the good faith with wbicli 
the stipulations of their treaties had been main- 
tained by the British provinces ; he referred to 
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" the talk " held some six months before, at the 
Castle of Sir William Johnson, skilfully ming- 
ling with his discourse the names of several 
persons most popular with the tribes ; and he 
ended by exhorting his hearers to show their 
truth and friendship towards their English 
brethren, and to pour down their fiercest wrath 
upon the French, whom he spoke of con- 
temptuously, as the brethren of the Hurons 
and the Alonquin. 

The same signs of approbation followed ; 
and many another chief added his voice, rais- 
ing the passions of the warriors to the highest 
pitch. One especially urged them to immediate 
action, telling them that the Mohawks had 
already marched; that they were with the 
English army ; and that the faces of the children 
of the Stone would be red with shame if a 
Mohawk brought home more scalps than an 
Oneida. 

Some were for setting out on the instant ; but 
this proposal was overruled, and the follow- 
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ing moraing was appointed for the march to 
begin, as more war-parties were expected from 
different districts, and some had not come fully 
prepared for the long journey and important 
enterprise. 

The council was succeeded by similar scenes 
to those with which the day began; and it 
must not be concealed that in many instances 
the dreadful " fire-water" was employed so far 
as even to produce beastly intoxication* Small 
drums and wild instruments of music, songs of 
every character, from the wailing lamejit or 
the religious chant, to the fierce and 
boastful war-song, rose from every part of the 
village ; and it was not till the sun had com- 
pletely set, that anything like quiet and order 
was restored. 

Paint it in what colors we will, it was a 
barbarous and terrible, though exciting, scene ; 
and Walter Prevost was well pleased to hear 
the noise gradually die away into low murmurs, 
and. silence begin to resume its reign. 
I 2 
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Then came a very, very happy hour. He 
sat with Otaitsa alone in the great lodge while 
the Black Eagle wandered amongst his people 
without ; and, for the first time since his de- 
liverance from death, the two had an opportu- 
nity of pouring forth to each other the many 
feelings which had accumulated in the last 
four-and-twenty hours. 

" At this , time last night," said the youth, 
" I was preparing to die." 

"And at this time last night," returned 
the girl, gazing fondly upon his face as he sat 
with his arm clasped fondly round her, and 
her head leaning on his shoulder, '^ and at this 
time last night, Otaitsa was ready to die with 
you. I have since thought it very wrong of 
me, Walter ; and, fearing what I did was 
sinful, I have prayed part of the night to God 
for forgiveness ; and another part I have spent 
in praise and thanksgiving. But I believe I 
was mad, my beloved ; for I hardly know what 
I did, and followed blindly what they told me 
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to do to rescue him for whom I would have 
sacrificed a thousand lives. Besides, I was 
surrounded by my countrywomen, and you 
know they do not think as we have been 
taught to think." 

*' K it was an error, it was a blessed one, 
my own Blossom," answered Walter ; " for to 
it I owe my life ; and life, when it is brightened 
by Otaitsa's love, is but too precious to me. 
The time will come, dear one, when we shall 
look back upon these days but as a painAil 
dream ; and the only bright reality that will 
last, will be the memory of my Blossom's love, 
and all that she has done to save and bless 
me." 

She gazed at him believingly ; for hers was 
not a heart to doubt, and his was not a heart 
to be doubted; and she then said, with a 
sigh— 

"But you. are now going to battle to risk 
your life and all our happiness. Still, though it 
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may be strange, I would not stay yon, though all 
I have learned from good Mr. Gore should make 
me look upon such things with horror ; and, 
(hough I would fain have you stay away fttmi 
danger, I suppose the habits of the people 
still' (Amg about me, even though I hold a better 
faith than theirs." 

"Fear not, dearest, fear not," answered 
Walter, boldly. "No harm will happen to 
me, I do trust and believe ; and I only leave 
you for a few shoii; weeks." 

"You will not leave me nt all, Walter,'^ 
she rejeined~-" no, never more. I will go 
with you, if not to the battle, as near it as I can 
be. I have my father^s leave; the warriors 
of my race will defend me, and I will not part 
with my recovered treasure any more." 

"Go to my fether^s house," said Walter, 
joyfully. " It is very near the spot, and Edith 
will rejoice to have you with her." 

Otaitsa fixed her eyes upon vacancy, and 
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fell into a deep reverie ; and an expression came 
into her face, which Walter had remarked more 
than once before. 

" Do you know, my beloved," he said, " that 
sometimes you strike me as very like our dear 
Edith — especially when you look thoughtful^ 
as you did just now ?" 

^- It is very natural," said Otaitsa, nestling 
closer to him. ^f Ton do not know she is my 
cousin. My mother was your father's sister. — 
Hush ! not a word^ especially in the ears of 
any of the tribe. My father knows it — ^but 
he will not know it, because, amongst the elder 
people of the nation, it was held contrary to 
our customs that cousin should marry cousin. 
I asked Mr. Gfore, long ago^ if it were against 
your law ; but he said Ko, that it was neither 
against law nor religion* — He inquired why I 
asked so earnestly," she added, laughing^ 
" but I would not tell him. Come with me 
into my chamber, and I will show you many 
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things belonging to my mother. — Stay, I will 
light my lamp^'' 

What a beautifdl thing is innoeence ! how' 
free, how untrammelled, how boundless ! atid 
what a sad thing is its loss, to man, and to 
sooiety! Sureiy, that loss implies slavery <rf 
the worst kind — slayery to which we volunta- 
rily submit — ^bonds that we rivet round dur 
own hands. He who thinks no evil, because 
he knows of none, is Hie only freeman on the 
earth's foce. 

Otaitsa bent down, and lighted her lamp, and 
guided her lover up to her little chamber ; and 
there they sat and turned over many a long- 
stored treasure, and she showed him the picture 
of his own father, and of her mother, and of 
many of their mutual kin, and drawings of 
fair scenes in Europe, some of which he re- 
membered well, with others of the land in 
which they then were, but of spots which he had 
never seen. There was one, also, which had 
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been left unfinished, of a young, sweet child ; 
and Walter gazed first upon the in&nt feoe, 
and then upon the bright, happy countenance 
beside him, and clasped his Blossom warmly to 
his heart. The book, too, with the drop of 
blood upon it, told its own tale to both their 
hearts. 

"And where is Mr. Gore?" he asked, at 
length ; " he seems to have left altogether his 
little flock, and I am sure I should have seen 
him during my captivity." 

"He is coming back now," said Otaitsa. 
" My father would not let him return before. He 
was afraid that the breath of the good man 
would melt his icy purpose. He had a power 
over Black Eagle that none other had. I 
prayed and besought in vain. But had Mr. 
Gore been here, he would have conquered. 
Black Eagle knew it, and feared ; and there- 
fore he sent him hence, and would not let him 
return till the day was past." 
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" Would that he were here myw !" ejacukfced 
Walter^, eameatly. 

Otaitaa asked him, why ; and he answered, 
with a warm( kiss — 

" That he might unite us for ever." 
, A flush came upon her cheek; but the low 
sound of a step was heard below, and, looking 
down the stairs, she said — 

"Is that J ou, my father ?" 

" I come," repKed the ebief. 

And, slowly mounting the stairs, he enteited 
.the chamber where they were. His eyes roved 
round the room in a manner which evidently 
showed that it was strange to him ; and then 
he fixed them on the pictures which lay upon 
the table, lighted but faintly by the lamp. At 
first, he seemed not to distinguiish what they 
were; but the moment he saw them clearly, 
he drew his mantle over his face, and turned 
towards the door. He uttered no word; he 
shed no tear; but he descended slowly, and 
Walter and Otaitsa followed. 
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CHAPTEK XI. 



On that part of Lake Champlain, or Cor- 
lear, as it was called by the Indians, where^ 
quitting the narrow basin which it occupies, 
from its southern extremity to some distance 
northward of Ticonderoga, it opens out into a 
broader sheet of water, and sweeps round the 
small peninsula of Crown Point, a large canoe 
was seen crossing to the Canada side, with 
about sixteen or seventeen persons on board. 
There was no attempt at concealment, no 
creeping along imder the shelter of the banks ; 
but boldly and openly the Indians paddled on 
within range of the guns of the French fort. 
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and then directly across the bows of two large, 
flat-bottomed boats, or bateaux^ accompanied by 
, several light canoes, each containing six or 
seven men, which were going down the Lake 
in the direction of Ticonderoga. 

From each of the larger boats, the flag of 
Prance was conspicuously displayed ; but, as the 
canoe above mentioned seemed bearing straight 
for the shore fully in possession of France, its 
movements for a time appeared to excite no 
attention. Neither the bateatiXy nor the 
canoes, altered their course, the men on board 
the former continuing a shouted conversation 
in a mixed jargon, part French, part Indian,^ 
with their dusky companions in the lesser craft, 
who kept as nearly alongside as possible. 

At length, however, it would seem some sus- 
picion was excited. Perhaps it might have been 
by the sight of two figures, male and female, 
in the stern of the canoe, whose dress at once . 
showed them to belong to none of the Indian 
tribes, and was also somewhat different from 
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that of either the Canadian colonists^ or the 
native French. The two parties were now 
within less than a hundred yards of each other, 
and it seemed doubtful whether the large 
canoes would clear the eastern boat without 
trouble. But suddenly a voice was raised 
loudly in the foremost bateau^ and a question 
was put in French, as to whither the others 
were bound, and who they were. 

The Indians were silent, for they did not un- 
derstand the words addressed to them; but Wood- 
chuck whispered to Edith, eagerly, " Answer, 
answer ! if you can speak their jargon. Bettei* 
be in the hands of French officers, than these 
incarnate devils." 

Edith's eyes had been cast down, and 
were so full of bitter tears, that she had seen 
nothing since they left the western shore. But 
now she looked up, and, in an. instant, her pre- 
sence of mind returned. It is true, she did 
not speak at once, for she feared her voice 
would not reach the boat ; but it was nearing 
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the canoe fast;^ and, in a moment after, the 
question was repeated in a more peremptoiy 
and distinct fx)ne. 

" Tell them we are allies of the great 
French chief," said Apukwa, who seemed to 
comprehend, in some degree, the meaning of 
the call ; ^^ say we are going to join our Canada 
Father." And he glared at her, fiercely, as 
he spoke. 

" We are English," exclaimed Edith, ex- 
erting her utmost power of voice ; " we are 
English, and Iroquois, going I know not 
whither." 

Instantly, at a signal from the bateaux, 
the light canoes dashed out with ei^^traordi- 
nary rapidity ; and, before any effectual effort 
could be made to escape, the larger canoe was 
surrounded, while the yells of the Hurons an- 
nounced that they recognised, at length,, a 
band of ancient enemies. With a fiend-like 
look at Edith, Apukwa drew his tomahawk 
from his belt ; but, the brother of the Snake 
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spoke some words to him iii a low tone ; th^ 
weapon was replaced ; the men ceased to work 
the paddles, and every face assumed the 
stillness of perfect indiflference. 

The yells and whoops of the Eurons still 
continued, and their canoes came rushing 
nearer ; so that one danger seemed only to be 
escaped to encounter a still greater. Their 
fierce faces, and dark^ half-naked forms, tattooed 
and painted, were seen all roulid, and the tom- 
ahawk and the knife were brandished as if for 
immediate action. But one of the larger boats 
bore right down amongst them, and soon 
grappled the canoe in which Edith and her 
companion were. A handsomely- dressed mid- 
dle-aged man stood up in the stem as it came 
near, and, turning to an Indian by his side, 
who seemed a chief, said to him in French— 
" Keep your people quiet, Great Elk." 
A few words were then spoken, or rather 
shouted, by the Indian to the others in the 
eano^, in a language which Edith did not at aU 
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understand ; and, in an instant^ every Huron 
sank down in silence, and the light skiffs lay 
quietly upon the water, or only moved slightly 
with the momentum they had already received 
from the paddles. Then, raising his hat and 
plume with an air of much grace, the French 
officer addressed Edith, saying — 

" Will you have the goodness to explain to 
me, Mademoiselle, who and what you are, and 
how you came td be in the position in which I 
find you ? I am sorry to be obliged to detain a 
lady ; but you have too many men with you 
for me to suffer your canoe to pass." 

^^ I am the daughter of an English gentle- 
man,'' replied Edith. " I have been attacked 
and captured with the friend who was escorting 
me from my father's house to that of Colonel 
Schneider ; my two servants were murdered — 
at least, one of them I am sure was. These 
Indians, who are with me, are Iroquois, who 
are taking me forcibly across the lake towards 
Canada, and I have little doubt that I shall be 
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put to death, also, if you do not saye me from 
their hands." 

"This is a strange story, Mademoiselle," 
returned the officer. "The Iroquois and your 
countrymen are in alliance." 

" I cannot account for it," answered Edith ; 
"they are cei;tainly Iroquois, for they speak 
no other language, except a few words of 
English. You must ask them what is the 
meaning of their conduct, if you have any on 
board who can speak their tongue." 

The officer turned once more to his Indian 
companion, and addressed some words to him 
in French ; but the chief shook his head, and 
then, drawing his eyelids together as if to see 
more distinctly, gazed into the canoe, scanning 
the persons of the Indians closely. 

" They are Iroquois," he said, at length, in 
broken French ; " let us scalp them." 

This proposal, however, the officer did not 
think fit to comply with, at least, for the time ; 
and he replied, with a laugh — 
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"Wait a little, my Mend. The Great Elk 
shall have scalping enough soon. We will 
take them ashore with us, at all events, and, 
perhaps, may leam more. Then, if thdy are 
really enemies, you shall exercise your skill 
iipon them, to your heart's content. The lady 
and her English companion, however, I olaini 
as my prisoners. — ^Permit me, Mademoiselle, 
to assist you into the boat. You will be safer 
here, and may trust to the honor and courtesy 
of a French gentleman." 

" I have no fears on that score, sir," an- 
swered Edith, rising. And, with the aid of the 
officer and Woodchuck, she passed into the other 
boat, which, flat-bottomed and heavily ladfen, 
was not much higher above the water than th'^ 
canoe. Woodchuck followed her closely ; but 
not without exciting the wrath of the Honont- 
koh. They had sat, ever since the canoe had 
been grappled by the boat, with the utmost 
tranquillity. JS'ot a limb, not a feature, had 
moved ; and, to the eye of an observer, ignor- 
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ant of their habits, they would have seemed 
perfectly indifferent to all that was taking 
place. In fact, one of them appeared actually 
going to sleep ; for the sun, which, had now 
broken out after the storm, shone fiill on his 
face, and his eyes were closed, and his bead 
bent. But the moment that Woodchuck put 
his foot over ihe side of the hat^au^ sl yell of 
disappointed rage burst from eyery lip ; and, 
unable to contain himself, Apukwa rose and 
poured forth a few words of BLujon mixed with 
a good deal of Iroquois. 

" Hold your tongues I" e^cclaimed the French 
officer, waving his hand imperiously. "Tow 
them along behind us ; and you. Great Elk, 
command your people to keep close around 
them, and see that they do not cut the rope, 
and slip away." 

The orders were given as he directed, and 
the arrangements made ; but, when all was com- 
pleted, and the boat was once more moving along 
the lake, the Indian by his side pulled the officer's 
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sleeve, thus interrupting a speech he had just 
begun with a gallant air to Edith, and seemed 
to explain something to him in a low tone. 

"Well, we shall soon find out," said the 
Frenchman, with a gay laugh. "If they be 
Iroquois, who are about to become Hurons, 
and take service under his Majesty, we will 
make them fight for us while we are going. 
We shall not have too many hands to help us. 
Great Elk, and they'll make a good reinforce- 
ment to your party. As for the lady and her 
attendant, I will take care of them." Then 
turning to Edith with a courteous smile, he 
spread his roquelaure in a more convenient 
part of the boat, and assisted her to seat her- 
self more comfortably, saying — " Mademoiselle 
is a great deal too charming to travel any more 
with such savages. But may I know the name 
of this gentleman? Can he not speak 
French ?" 

" Not a word, I believe," replied Edith. 

" That is singular," exclaimed the French- 
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man, giving expression to the general feeling 
of his nation, who seem to believe that the 
French language is one of those blessings of 
God which it is strange that he should deny to 
any of his creatures. " What is his name ?" 

It instantly passed through the mind of 
Edith that, if she gave her good companion the 
name of Captain Brooks, she would be certain 
to cause his detention as a prisoner of war, and 
she therefore merely replied — "He is called 
Woodchuck." 

" Voodchick !" exclaimed the Frenchman ; 
" quel de mm ! Is Monsieur Voodchick in the 
army?" 

To the question thus put, Edith could fairly 
answer in the negative ; for Brooks, though he 
had seen no little fighting in his day, was merely 
one of those amateur soldiers, then very com- 
mon in the provinces, who rarely missed an op- 
portunity of joining some band of volunteers 
in times of war with France, or fighting upon 
their own hand, according to the Scotchman's 
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expression, as one of the extensive class called 
Stragglers. They generally bore away from 
the field, especially if they distinguished them- 
selves, some military title, such as Captain or 
Major, without having commanded half-a-dozen 
men in their lives. 

After having asked his questions and settled 
his conduct, the French officer's next business 
was, of coxxrseypoUtesse'^ and he would fain have 
engaged his lovely companion in gay and lively 
conversation during the rest of their little 
voyage. But Edith, though her mind was 
greatly relieved to find herself freed from the 
power of the Honontkoh, had many a subject 
of melancholy contemplation to occupy her. 
The dark and dreary consideration of her 
brother's fate — the uncertainty of what might 
befal her father and her lover — the separation 
from all most dear to her — the doubt, even 
now, whether she might not herself be detained 
a prisoner amongst strangers — all these reflec- 
tions tormented her beyond endurance. More- 
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over, the war in America had hitherto been 
conducted by the French upon principles the 
most barbarous, and the most opposed to the 
ordinary characteristics of that nation. The 
scene which succeeded the capture of Fort 
William-Henry, was a black and damning spot 
never to be obliterated from the minds of men ; 
and, although it has been put forth by an 
American author as the only stain upon the 
character of Montcalm, Mr. Cooper must surely 
have forgotten the violated capitulation of 
Oswego, the death of the gallant De la Court, 
and the scalping and massacre of the sick in 
the hospital. All that we can trust is, that 
these barbarities were only permitted, not en- 
oouraged. But how can we account for or ex- 
cuse — ^how can we even palliate — the voluntary 
delivery of twenty of the garrison into the 
hands of the savages, to be tortured to death 
under the very eyes of the French soldiery, in 
direct violation of the articles of capitulation, 
as compensation for the loss of twenty Indians ? 
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It is a fact which has never been denied, or it 
would be too horrible for belief. 

Edith replied briefly, therefore, to the com- 
pliments and pretty speeches of her military 
companion; and in the meanwhile the boat 
proceeded rapidly over the surface of the lake; 
passed Crown Point, and entered the narrow 
portion of Champlain, whici stretches from 
that promontory towards the spot where the 
Sounding Waters, as the Indians called the 
outlet of Lake George, flow into the greater 
lake near Ticonderoga. 

The French officer, somewhat baffled in his 
attempts to make her speak, tried his fortune 
with Woodchuck, but with still less success ; 
for, to everything he said in French, he re- 
ceived what can hardly be called an answer 
in English, and generally, it must be said, not 
a very civil speech, as Brooks was filled with all 
the absurd prejudices of his country, and never 
uttered the word " Frenchman" without 
coupling it with the epithet " rascally." 
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The voyage was brought to a close before 
night fell, for the boat stopped short by 
a mile or two of Ticonderoga, and somewhat 
farther to the north of the spot where the ferry 
now exists. The scene would have appeared 
beautiful had Edith's mind been free to enjoy 
it ; for in front were seen the tops of the 
several bold eminences round the French fort. 
On the one side, were those rich lands, varied 
at that time with scattered masses of forest, 
though now highly cultivated, known as the 
New Hampshire grants ; and, to the westward, 
a varied country rising gradually to the foot of 
the Mohigan mountains. 

The spot chosen for the landing was a 
secluded cove in the woods, where the shelving 
rocks broke through the soil, and dipped 
gradually into the water. Boats and canoes 
were all speedily hauled up, and the com- 
mander of the party, with delicate attention, 
handed Edith out, and then gave orders to his. 
men to follow him, which was effected with 
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rapidity and preoisioiL The saTages, under 
the orders of their chief, took care of the 
Iroquois prisoners, and apparently, by no slight 
act of forbearance, resisted the great tempta- 
tion to possess themselves of their scalps. 

When all had disembarked, the canoes were 
drawn safely up under concealment of the 
bushes on either side, and the voyageurs 
pushed off, and took their way up the lake 
again. 

" I fear, Mademoiselle," said the Captain of 
the Frenchmen, who might have amoimted in 
number to sixty or seventy, " I must trouble 
you to take a somewhat fatiguing promenade 
of four or five miles — at least, I am told that 
such is the distance, for I have never been here 
myself, and do not know the way." 

"Then are we not going to Fort Ticon- 
deroga ?" asked Edith. 

" Not so," replied the officer ; " we are going 
a little beyond, and I shall have no opportimity 
of detaching any party whom I could trust to 
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send you into the fort to-night. The Indians, 
indeed, could be spared — ^at least, a sufficient 
number to escort you — but I should really be 
apprehensive, from what I know of their 
habits, that you might not be quite so safe in 
their charge, as under the protection of my 
musketeers with your devoted servant at their 
head. We will endeavor to make you as com- 
fortable as we can for the night ; and I doubt 
not that, early to-morrow, I shall be visited by 
some superior officer, who will have the honor 
of conveying you to the fort." 

^^Then am I to consider myself as a 
prisoner ?" asked Edith, in a cold tone. " I 
did not know that it was the habit of French 
officers to make women captives." 

*^ No," replied the Frenchman, with a grace- 
ful bow; "we ourselves are much more 
frequently their captives ; but, my dear lady, 
within the limits of this garrison I myself 
have no command — am merely acting under 
orders, and feel myself imperatively bound to 
K 3 
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send you and your companion, Monsienr 
Voodchick, to the commandant of the fortress, 
who will act, I am sure, as he finds befitting. 
I only regret that I cannot do so at once ; but 
my orders are strict, my route marked out, and 
I am told to hasten across this small peninsula 
as fast as possible without approaching the 
fortress. It is certainly a rather long walk ; 
but, if you feel fatigued, I can easily make my 
men construct a little litter and carry you. We 
shall find some preparations made for us where 
we are going, though I am afraid not very 
suitable for your use." 

Edith evidently saw that remonstrance was 
in vain ; and, saying that she should prefer t^ 
walk, she took the arm of Woodchuck, and ex- 
plained to him, as they went, all that had 
passed between her and the Frenchman. 

^^ I guess he is going to form an ambuscade," 
said Woodchuck. " If so, Miss Prevost, our 
army must be near, and we shan't be long in 
their hands. I wish to Heaven I could get 
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away from them, and had but a horse to carry 
me,^* he added, thoughtfully, and with a sigh. 
— " But it's no use wishing. God knows His 
own ways best ! Them Hurons look very much 
like as if they would eat the Oneidas before 
theyVe done. Pray God they mayn't taka 
such a fancy to us too !*' 

Thus saying, he took the place which was 
assigned to him and Edith in the march. A 
niimber of Indians preceded, several little 
parties moved upon the flanks, and the small 
body of French infiantry marched on, two abreast, 
for the trail was barely wide enough for that 
number. Woodchuck and Edith followed 
them, and the French officer, with the Indian 
wh^m he called the Great Elk, walked next, 
tttlcceeded by the Iroquois prisoners, a large 
quantity of baggage borne on men's shoulders, 
aud the remainder of the Huron auxiliaries. 

It was now twilight in the forest ; and, for 
more' than an hour after darkness had fallen 
upon the earth, the weary and rather 
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perilous march was oontinued. Once, a small 
stream was crossed, Woodchuck taking tip his 
fair companion in his sturdy arms, and bearing 
her over like an infant. Nothing of any note 
.occurred, exc^t a slow and low-toned convert 
nation in the rear, which led Edith to beUeTe 
that the Iroquois, her late captors, had found 
some of the other band of natives with whom 
they could converse; but she could not disr 
tinguish anything that was said. 

Weary and exhausted, the sight of a fire, at 
length, glimmering through the trees, was 
exceedingly pleasant to her eyes; and, a 
minute or two after, a scene presented itself 
which might have looked dreary and comfort- 
less enough under other circumstances, but 
which had a cheerful and comfortable aspect, 
after that long and gloomy march. 

The trail which they had followed, termir 
nated in a small, open space, flanked on three 
sides by low earth- works of no very regular 
construction, but evidently designed by an 
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es^perienced military hand. The outer surface 
of t^iese works was partially concealed by a 
thicket; and great care had been taken not 
only to preserve the brambles and the large- 
leaved raspberry, but to fill every gap in thin 
dirubby screen with branches of pine, and 
hemlock^ and maple. Within these embank- 
ments the ground had, to a certain exten^ 
been cleared, though two or i^aee of the larger 
trees had been left standing to prevent a 
vacancy being apparent without. About th^ 
middle of the open space, a number of rude 
huts had been erected of small felled trees and 
branches; and before one, somewhat larger 
than the rest, a sentinel was seen planted, who, 
at the moment Edith eame in sight, stood 
motionless, presenting arms as his comrades 
filed into the little quadrangle. Behind the 
soldier, and between him and the hut, was a 
' large, blazing fire, which threw out his dark 
figure sharply outlined upon the flame. 

" Ah, this will do," said the French Cap-i 
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tain, in a tone of relief. "T3ie command- 
ant has been careful of ns. Mademoiselle^ I 
welcome you to my redoubt, and will do the 
best to make the evening pass pleasantly to 
you. Now bring in the baggage, tell the cook 
to get supper ready, and you, Pierrot, s^e that 
hut properly arranged for this young lady's ac- 
commodation. I calculated on sleeping upon 
a Tery comfortable bear-skin to-night ; but I 
will most willing resign it to you. Made- 
moiselle, in the hope of your passing a good 
night's rest." 

Edith would fain have declined accepting a 
sacrifice so enhanced ; but the Captain in- 
sisted ; and his servant, whom he called 
Pierrot, at once set about the preparations for 
her comfort with a degree of skill and dexterity 
truly French. In the meantime, while Edith, 
sitting on the trunk of a fallen tree, waited 
till all was ready, and while a group of strag- 
glers unpacked the baggage which had just 
been deposited jfrom the sturdy shoulders of 
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the bearers, the French officer called his friend 
the Huron chief to council ; and Aputwa and 
the other Oneidas were brought before him, 
accompanied by two young Hurons, who un- 
dertook to act as interpreters. Many were the 
questions asked ; and, what between the Cap- 
tain's ignorance of Indian manners and the in- 
terpreter's ignorance both of French and 
Iroquois, the worthy officer seemed completely 
puzzled. 

At length, however, after consulting the 
Great Elk in a low voice, he exclaimed — 

" TeU them that, if their tale be really true- 
though I've got my doubts, for I never heard 
of Freemasons amongst Indians before, and 
that must bo what you mean by Honontkoh — 
but, if their tale be really true, they can stay 
here with us, and prove their devotion to the 
service of his Majesty Louis the Fifteenth, 
King of France, by fighting the English at our 
side. They shall be sharply watched, how** 
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ever," be added, in a Igw voice, as if speaking 
to himself, 

Apukwa heard his words twuislated; and 
then, saying something in reply, pointed to 
JEdith and her English oompanion, with a look 
of too much meaning to be misunderstood. 

*^ Nothing of the kind," answered the 
French officer, without waiting for the words 
which seemed about to follow. " Tell him 
there's but one choice : either to prove their 
story and their loyalty by fighting on our side, 
or to pass under the fire of these gentlemen." 
And he laid his hand upon a pile of muskets 
which stood close beside him. 

This intimation was quite sufficient. The 
Honontkoh agreed to stay and fight, without 
any farther conditions; and the Frenchman 
then gave strict directions, both to his own 
soldiers and to the Hurons, by whom they were 
much more likely to bo efficiently obeyed, that 
their very doubtful allies should be kept con- 
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tinnally in sight. He then seemed to cast afl 
thought of the affair behind him, and turned 
towards Edith, who was already in the hut, 
saying — 

" I hope, Mademoiselle, Pierrot has taken 
good care of you." 

"With all the skill and courtesy of a 
Frenchman, Monsieur," she answered, really 
pleased with the attention and almost fatherly 
kindness of the old soldier who had been 
arranging the hut. 

" Then, now that you have the means of rest, 
it only remains to provide you with meat and 
drink," said the officer. "I see they have 
spread my table-cloth on the grass there. Will 
you and your friend come aod partake of my 
fere? Pray make my words understood to. 
him." 

Woodchuck readily agreed to accept the 
Frenchman's hospitality; but Edith declined 
taking more than a little bread and some wine, 
alleging that she needed rest more than any-^ 
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thing else. The French officer, however, 
would not be content with this, but with his 
own hands brought her some savory mess, 
which would not have disgraced a Parisian 
dinner-table, some choice wine, and, what was 
still more valuable to her, a small lamp. He 
then closed the hurdle-door of the hut upon 
her, and returned to his meal with Woodchuck, 
keeping up with him for half an hour a silent 
conversation by nods and signs, one half of 
which was probably unintelligible to both. The 
Frenchman then took possession of another 
hut, and invited Woodchuck to share it with 
him for the night. 

But the stout woodsman declined any other 
covering than the sky; and, stretching him- 
self across Edith's door, was soon in profound 
slumber. 
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CHAPTEE XII. 



We must go back, for a very short time, to the 
spot where Edith and her Oneida captors set 
out upon what proved to them an unfortunate 
voyage across Lake Champlain, and to the very 
moment after their canoe had left the shore. 
The Long House of the Five Nations, as they 
were pleased to call their territory, extended 
from the Great Lakes and a point far west, to 
the banks of the Hudson, and Lakes Horioon 
and Champlain ; but, as is always the case 
in border countries, the frontier was often 
crossed by wandering or predatory bands, and 
by outlaws from the Hurons and other nations 
under the sway of France, or from the Iroquois 
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tribes attached to England. The peculiar 
habits and laws of the Indian tribes rendered 
the incorporation of fugitives with other 
nations a very easy matter, although the 
language of the Five Nations would seem to 
be radically different from that of the tribes 
originally inhabiting the seaboard of America. 
Thus, on the western shore of Lake Champlaiu, 
not a few pure Hurons were to be found; 
and, indeed, that tribe, during the successfal 
campaigns of France against England, with 
which what is called the French and Indian 
war commenced, had somewhat encroached upon 
the Iroquois territory, supported in their daring 
by the redoubted name of Montcalm. 

With some of these, it would seem, Apukwa 
and his companions had entered into a sort of 
tacit alliance ; and towards their dwellings 
they had directed their steps after their attack 
upon Edith and her little escort, in the ex- 
pectation of readily finding a canoe to waft 
them over the lake. At first, they had been 
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disappointed ; for the barks which had been 
there the day before were gone; and when 
they did find the canoe in which they ulti- 
mately commenced their voyage, the avaricious 
eld man, to whom it belonged, would not let 
them use it without a world of bargaining; 
and it cost them a considerable portion of the 
little stock of ornaments and trinkets which 
they had found in Edith's plundered baggage^ 
before the Huron consented to lend that which 
they did not dare to take by force. 

Thus, more than an hour was passed after 
they reached the lake-shore before they de- 
parted ; and their taking their course so boldly 
across the bows of the French boats was more 
a matter of necessity than choice, although 
they little doubted a good reception from the 
inveterate enemies of England. The moment, 
however, that the canoe had shot out into the 
water, a tall, dark woman emerged from the 
bushes of the low point under which the skiff 



208 TICONDEROGA. 

had kin, and began wringing her hands with 
every appearance of grief and anxiety. 

" Oh, what will poor Massa do ?" she criedj 
in a piteous voice ; " what will poor Massa do ? 
Him son killed: him daughter stolen, and 
Chando tomahawked. Ah, me ! ah, me ! what 
will we all do ?" 

Her imprudent burst of grief had nearly 
proved destructive to poor sister Bab. The old 
Huron had turned him quietly towards a small 
birch-bark cabin in the forest hard by, and 
would never have remarked the poor negress 
if she had confined the expression of her cares 
to mere gesture ; but her moans and exclama- 
tions caught the quick ear of the savage, and 
he turned and saw her plainly gazing after tlie 
canoe. 

With no other provocation than a taste for 
blood, he stole gently through the trees with 
the soft, gliding, noiseless motion peculiar to 
his race ; and making a circuit so as to conceal 
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his advance^ came behind the poor (nature 
just as she beheld the canoe, which bore away 
her young mistress, stopped and surrounded 
by the little flotilla of the French. 

Another moment would have been fatal to 
her (fcir the Indian .was within tturee yards), 
when a large rattle-snake suddenly raised itself 
inhis path, and made him recoil a step. Whether 
it was the small, but never-to-be-forgotten, 
sound of the reptile's warning, or some noise 
made by the Huron in suddenly drawing 
back, the poor negress turned her head and saw 
her danger. 

With a wild scream, she darted away towards 
the lake. The savage sprang after with a yell ; 
and, though old, he retained much of th^ Inidian 
lightness of foot. Onward towards the shore 
he drove her, meditating each mc»ent to 
throw his hatchet, if she turned tp the right 
or left. 

But sister Bab was posses$^d of qualities 
which would not have disgraced any of his own 
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tribe ; and, even while running at her utmost 
gpeed, she contrived continually to deprive him 
of his aim. Not a tree, not a shrub, not a 
heap of stone, that did not afford her a momen- 
tary shelter ; and of every inequality of tha 
ground she took advantage. Now she whirled 
sharply round the little shoulder of the hill ; 
now, as the tomahawk was just balanced to be 
tiirown with more fatal certainty, she sprang 
down a bank which almost made the Indian 
pause. Then she plunged head-foreniost like a 
«nake through the thick brushwood, and again 
appeared in a different spot from that where he 
had expected to see her. 

Still, however, he was driving her towards 
the lake, at a spot where the shores were open, 
and where he felt certain of overtaking her. 
Nevertheless, on she went to the very verge of 
the lake, gazed to the right and left, and, 
seeing, with apparent consternation, that the 
banks rounded themselves on both sides, form- 
ing a little bay near the centre of which she 
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idtood, she paused for a single instant, bb if in 
despair. The Huron sprang after with a wild 
whoop, grasping the tomahawk firmly to 
strike the fatal blow. 

But Sister Bab was not yet in his power; 
and, with a bold leap, che sprang from the 
ledge into the water. Her whole form 
instantly disappeared; and, for at least a 
minute, her savage pursuer stood gazing at the 
lake in surprise and disappointment, when sud- 
denly he saw a black object appear at the dif" 
ta&ce of twenty or thirty yards, and as suddenly 
sink again. A few moments after, it rose once 
more, still farther out; and then the brave woman 
was seen striking easily away towarfB the 
south. 

Rendered only more eager by the chase, and 
more fierce by disappointment, the Huit)n rati 
'swiftly along the shore, thinking that he could 
QjBoaly tire her out or out her off; but, in sunny 
waters, in far distant landit; she had sported 
with the waves in infancy; and, taking the oori 
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of the bow where he was compelled to take the 
arc, she gained from distance what she lost in 
speed. S^o calm was she, so cool, Ihat, turn- 
ing her eyes from her pursuer, she gazed over 
the water in the direction where she had seen 
her beloved young mistress carried, and had 
the satisfaction of beholding the canoe in which 
she was towed along by one of the French 
boats. Why she rejoiced, she hardly knew, 
for her notions on such matters were not very 
definite ; but anything seemed better than to 
remain in the hands of the murderers of poor 
Chando. 

Her thoughts were still of Edith ; and she 
asked herself — 

" Where are they taking her to, I wonder ? 
Perhaps I may come up with them, if that red- 
skin would but leave off running along by the 
shore, and let me land, and cross the narrow 
point. He may run, the devil-foot ! He can't 
cat(?h Bab. I'll dive again. He think her 
drowned." 
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Her resolution was instantly executed ; and 
— whether it was that her stratagem was suc- 
cessful, or that the Huron had less than Indian 
perseverance, and gave up the chase — when 
she rose again, she saw him turning towards the 
woods, as if about, to go back to his lodge. 
But Bab had learned caution, and she pursued 
her way towards the small peninsula where 
stood the French fort of Crown Point, which, 
at the period I speak of, had been nearly 
stripped of its garrison to re-inforce Ticon- 
deroga. 

She chose her spot, however, with great care; 
for, though in her wanderings she had made 
herself well acquainted with the country, she 
was, of course, ignorant of the late movements 
of the troopSj and fancied that the French 
posts extended as far beyond the walls of the 
fortress as they had formerly done. A little 
woody island, hardly separated-from the main 
land, covered her approach ; and the moment 
her feet touched the shore, she darted away 
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into the - forest, and took the trail which led 
nearly due south. The neck of the point wa& 
soon passed ; and once more she caught sight 
of the French boats still towing the canoe on 
which her thoughts so pertinaciously rested. 

The short detention of the French party, 
and the advantage she gained by her direct 
course across the point, had put her a little in 
advance ; and she ran rapidly on till she reached 
the mouth of the small river, now called Put- 
nam's creek, which, being flooded by the 
torrents of rain which had fallen in the earlier 
part of the day, made her pause for a moment, 
gazing at the rushing and eddying waters 
coming down, and doubting whether she had 
strength left to swim across it 

The boats, by this time, were somewhat in 
advance ; and, when she gazed after them, she 
naturally c^me to the conclusion that they were 
bound for what she called, after the Indian 
fashion, Cheeconderoga. 

Suddenly, however, as she watched, she saw 
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their course altered ; and it soon became 
evident that they intended to land con- 
siderably north of the fort. Ennning up the 
creek, then, till she found a place where she 
could pass, she followed an Indian trail through 
the woods lying a little to the west of the 
present line of road ; and, at length, reached 
an eminence nearly opposite to Shoreham — ^ 
spur of Mount Hope, in fact, where she once 
more saw the lake just in time to catch a 
view of the disembarkation of the French 
troops and the Indians. 

Notwithstanding her great strength, the poor 
negress was, by this time, exceedingly tired ; 
still, that persevering love, which is one of the 
brightest traits of her unfortunate race, carried 
her on. 

" If I can but catch sight of them again," 
she thought, "before night I can carry old 
Massa tidings of where she be." 

Encouraged by this idea, she pushed on 
"i^thout pause. But night overtook her before 
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she had seen any more of the party ; and poor 
Bab's spirit began to fail. More slowly she 
went, somewhat doubtful of her way ; Mid, 
in the solitude, the darkness, and the 
intricacy of the woods, fears began to creep 
over her, which were not familiar to her 
bosom. 

At length, however, she thought she heard 
voices at a distance ; and, a minute or twd 
after, found herself on the banks of a small 
brook. She paused and listened; the voices 
were now distinct ; and, without hesitation, 
she crossed, and crept cautiously along in the 
direction from which the sounds came. A 
moment or two after, the flickering of a fire 
through the trees attracted her attention ; and 
more and more carefully she stole on upon her 
hands and knees through the low brush, still 
seeiQg the blaze of the fire-light when she 
raised her eyes, but unable to perceive the spot 
whence it proceeded. A small pine cut down 
then met her hand as she crept along; and 
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then a number of loose branches tossed together. 
And now sister Bab began to get an inkling of 
the trutk 

" It must be what dey call an ambush," she 
thought ; and, raising herself gently, she found 
that she was close to a bank of earth, over 
which the flre-Ught was streaming. The 
sounds of voices were now distinctly heard; 
but she could not understand a syllable, for it 
seemed to her that they were speaking in two 
different languages, if not more, and each of 
them was strange to her. At one time, she 
fancied she heard Edith's voice ; still, the 
language spoken was a strange one; and, 
although the bank of earth was not more than 
shoulder-high, she did not venture at first to 
raise to her whole stature in order to look over. 

At length, however, came some words of 
English ; and the voice which she judged to be 
Edith's was plainly heard, saying— 

"This gentleman is asking you, my good 
friend, if you will not go and take some sup- 

VOL. III. L 
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per with him where the people have spread a 
cloth yonder," 

Bab could resist no more, but raised herself 
sufficiently to bring her eyes above the top of 
the breastwork, and gazed over into the little 
rude redoubt. On the right, and at the 
farther part of the enclosure, were a number of 
Indians, seated on the ground ; and, besides 
the fire already burning, several others were 
being piled up amidst the various groups of 
natives. Somewhat on the left, and stretching 
well nigh across the western side of the open 
space, were the French soldiers, in groups of 
five or six, with their arms piled near them. 
Other straggling parties were scattered over 
the ground ; and two sentinels, each with 
musket on shoulder, appeared on the other 
side of the redoubt. 

But the group which attracted the poor 
woman's chief attention, was one on the left, 
near a spot where some small huts had been 
erected. It consisted of three persons — ^a 
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gaily -dressed French officer, a man in the garb 
of a soldier, but with his weapons cast aside, 
and, lastly, a powerful man in a yellowish- 
brown hunting-shirt, whom sister Bab instantly 
recognized as her old acquaintance, the Wood- 
chuck. That sight was quite enough ; and, 
sinking again amongst the bushes, she crept 
slowly away to a little distance, and there lay 
down to meditate as to what was next to be 
done. 

At one time, she was tempted to enter the 
French redoubt, and remain with her young 
mistress. Several considerations seemed in 
favour of this course ; and let it be no impu- 
tation upon poor Bab, that hunger, and the 
savoury odours which came wafted over the 
earth-work, were not without their influence. 
But then she thought — 

" If I do, how will old massa ever know 
where missy is ?" 

And this remembrance enabled her to resist 
the strong temptation. 
L 3 
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^^ I will stay here and rest till de moon get 
up," thought the poor woman. " I know dey 
must be coming up de lake by dis time ; and I 
can catch dem before to-morrow." 

To prevent herself from sleeping too long, 
if slumber should overtake her, she crept farther 
out of the thick wood, and seated herself in a 
more open spot with her clasped hands over hOT 
knees, but with nothing else to support her. 
Various sorts of fears suggested themselves to 
her mind, as she thus sat; but oppressive 
weariness was more powerful than thought; 
and in a few moments her head was nodding. 
Often she woke up at first ; but then she slept 
more profoundly, bending forward till her 
forehead actually rested on her knees. It is 
probable, too, that she dreamed, for, in the 
course of the next two houi's, several broken 
sentences issued from her lips in a low murmur. 
At length, however, she woke with a start, and 
found the moon silvering the whole sky to the 
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eastward, though some bold heights, towering 
up, still obscured the face of the orb of night. 

Bab sat and gazed, somewhat bewildered, 
and hardly knowing where she was. But the 
musical voice of the flailing waters, which has 
gained for the outlet of Lake Horicon an ever- 
enduring name, taA the grand outline of Mount 
Defiance seen through the trees, soon showed 
her that she was on that narrow point of land 
lying between Trout Brook and the Falls. She 
waited till the moon had fully risen, and then 
stole quietly away again, keeping a south- 
western course nearly up the current of the 
brook, and for three hours she pursued her 
way with a rapid and untiring foot. She had 
no idea of the time, and wondered if the day 
would never break ; but the moon-light was 
beautifully clear, and the calm beams, as if 
liiey had somer aflSnity with the woodland soli- 
tude, seemed to penetrate through the branches 
and green leaves, even more easily than was 
usual with the sunshine. 
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Bab's fears had now nearly passed away; 
for she knew that she must be &r beyond the 
French and Huron posts, and could only expect 
to meet either with the scouts and outposts of 
the English army, or with parties of Mendly 
Indians ; and she consequently went on with- 
out care or precaution. Suddenly she found 
herself emerging from the wood into one of 
those low open savannahs, of which I have 
ah*eady spoken, close to the spot where the 
embers of a fire were still glowing. The grass 
was soft, and her tread was light, but the 
sleep of the Indian is lighter still ; and, in an 
instant, three or four warriors started up around 
her. 

^^ I am a friend, I am a fijend !" cried the 
negress, in the Iroquois tongue. " Who are 
you ? Mohawks ?' 

" Children of the Stone,*^ replied the man 
nearest to her, gazing at her earnestly by tibe 
moonlight. ^^I have seen the Black Cloud 
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before. Does she not dwell in the house of 
our brother Prevost ?" 

" Yes, yes !" cried sister Bab, eagerly, " I^m 
his slave girl, Bab, who came to the Oneida 
Castle with my own missy. But now she is 
the prisoner of bad men ; and I have escaped, 
tired and hungry, and am nearly dead." 

** Come with me," said the Indian ; " I will 
take thee where thou shalt have rest to com- 
fort thee, and meat to support thee, till the 
Black Eagle comes. He will not be long, for 
he will keep the war-path night and day till 
he is here ; and his wings are swift." 

The poor woman shuddered at the name of 
the terrible chief, for it was closely connected in 
her mind with the circumstances of her young 
master's fate ; but, wearied and exhausted, the 
prospect of food and repose was a blessing, and 
ahe followed him in silence to the other side of 
the savannah. 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 



Sixteen THOUSiJEn) gallant men, led by a brave 
and experienced general, and supported by a 
fine, though not very large, park of artillery, 
seemed certainly sufficient for the reduction of 
a small fortress, not very well garrisoned, nor 
supplied with any great abundance of stores. 
But it seemed the fate of English officers in 
North America, to adhere strictly to all ancient 
rules when ancient rules could be of no service 
in face of a new and totally different mode of 
warfare, and to abandon those rules at times 
and in circumstances when only they could be 
available. 
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A large fleet of haieaux had been collected 
at the southern extremity of Lske G^rge, 
ready to transjport the troops to the destined 
point of attack ; and a council of the most ex- 
perienced officers was held on the morning of 
the third of July, to consider the farther pro- 
ceedings of the army. 

All had now assembled at what was then 
commonly called in the province "Fort Ly- 
man," although the name was already changed 
to** Fort Edward." 

Gteneral Abercrombie was there in person ; 
and a number of other officers appeared at the 
cpuncil likewise, whose experience in Indian 
warfare was superior to his own. There is 
much reason to believe that, had Abercrombie's 
own opinion been followed in acting against a 
French fort under French command, all the 
operations would have been conducted in the 
same manner, and upon the same system, which 
would have guided a similar enterprise in 
L 5 
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Europe; and thus much bloodi^ied and some 
disgrace would have been spared. 

It was represented to the Oommander-in- 
Chief, however, that numerous bodies of Indians 
were aotingupon the side of France, and that 
all operations carried on according to European 
rules had hitherto failed in. America; axtd. 
more than one bloody disaster was held up as 
a warning to his eyes, which he unhappily 
suffered to bias his own better judgment. In 
a word, as it was known that every day fresh 
reinforcements were being thrown into Ticonde- 
roga, that large bodies of Indians were collected 
for its defence, and that preparations of every 
kind were in progress, it was determined that a 
sudden and rapid rush should be made upon 
the fort, and that no consideration should be 
put in competition with celerity of movement and 
boldness of attack. Lord H alone repre- 
sented that, from what he had personally 
learned, during the last six months, it was ab- 
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solutely aeoessaxy to employ cannon, though, 
perhaps, with a want of proper confidence in 
his own reputation, he offered to lead the ad- 
vanced parties, lest the opinion he expressed 
should seem to any one to savor of timidity. 

At as early an hour as possible, the march 
commenced along what was called the King^s 
Bead; and, in high spirits, regiment after 
regiment entered the forest, confident in their 
numbers and their prowess. The regular 
troops pursued the well-constructed causeway, 
while clouds of Mohawks were scattered on 
the flanks, sweeping the forest ground on 
either side. The artillery, on the heavy and 
clumsy carriages of that day, the tumbrels and 
the baggage- waggons, came lumbering in the 
rear, and a large crowd of stragglers followed, 
comprising the scouts, who might have been 
much more advantageously employed in the 
front, but who, for some reason unexplained, 
had very little service assigned them on the 
expedition. General Abercrombie and his staff. 
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with several of the superior officers, followed 
slowly, well aware that the advance of the 
forces would meet with no opposition, at least 
upon the fiwt day^s march. To this group, 
from ev^7 quarter, came numerous messengers 
throughout the day ; some bringing news of a 
fresh levy marching up from the eastern states ; 
some from the front seeking clearer ordeiB 
when any little difficulty or impediment oc* 
curred ; some from Albany, with intelligence 
from that city or New York ; and several In- 
dian runners from the west, bearing far more 
important tidings from the Indian tribes now 
all in movement to support their British 
allies. 

Amongst the rest, appeared the silent runner 
Proctor, with a letter to General Abercrombie, 
who, as soon as he had read it, turned to Lord 
H , saying— 

" This is a communication from your friends, 
the Oneidas, my Lord, but written by some 
Englishman, who signs himself ' Gore.' He 
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states, that a war-party of the nation is already 
on the western bank of the lake, and that the 
main body, under Black Eagle himself, is ex- 
pected in the course of the day. I suppose 
we may therefore consider ourselves secure 
upon our left flank." 

" Undoubtedly," replied Lord H , with 

a look of so much anxiety, as almost to induce 
the Commander-in-Chief to believe that he 
entertained doubts which he did not choose to 
express. 

"You think so, I presume," interposed 
Abercrombie, gazing at him. 

"Entirely," replied Lord H ; "but I 

was in hopes of hearing some other intelli- 
gence of a private nature, concerning Mr. 
Prevost's son, whose alarming position amongst 
the Oneidas I mentioned to you, if you recol- 
lect." 

"There is nothing more," said General 
Abercrombie, handing him the letter; "but 
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there is the messenger. Probably, he can give 
yon some information." 

Lord H immediately tnmed towards 

Proctor, who was running at a sort of trot by 
the side of the General's horse, and inquired 
if he had been at the Castle of the Qxieidas. 
The man shook his head, and trotted on. 

"Then where did yon last come from?" 
asked Lord H . 

But Proctor only lifted his hand, and pointed 
towards the north-west. 

" How many miles ?" demanded the 
nobleman, deternuned to get some speech out 
of him. 

But he lifted up his hands three times 
with the ten fingers spread abroad, without 
ever opening his lips. 

"Did you hear amongst those who sent 

you," asked Lord H , "any tidings of 

young Mr. Prevost ?" 

The man shook his head; but then sud- 
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denly atopped in his trot, and said, as if upon 
recollection, 

" They thought he had been put to death." 

He paused, as if what he had said had cost 
him a great effort ; but then added, slowly, 
whan he saw the painful expression of the 
young nobleman^s countenance, "they only 
thought They did not know. They left 
before." 

" Did you see or hear of a man whom you 
know as Woodchuck — the man you saw with 
me at Albany ?" asked Lord H . 

But the other shook his head ; and nothing 
more could be extracted jfrom him. He was 
then sent forward to join the rear-guard ; but 
his taciturnity gave Lord H — — good asssur- 
ance that Mr. Prevost, who had gone forward, 
would not be pained by the terrible rumor 
which he bore. 

The long and fatiguing march to the nearest 
point of Lake Horicon, I need not describe. 
Many of the scenes recorded in the life of the 
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gallant Pntnam, passed near or on the Yesrf 
ronte pnrsned; and the feats of daring and 
the escapes of that fine soldier, are almost as 
marvellous still in onr eyes as in those of the 
savage Indians of his own time, who supposed 
him to bear a oharmed life. Suffice it, that, 
after encountering great difficulty and severer 
£Eitigue in dragging the cannon over a road 
which in the neighbourhood of the settled 
portion of the colony was good enough, but 
whieh became almost impassable near the lake, 
in consequence of the heavy rains, the whole 
army arrived in safety at the newly-constructed 
and yet incomplete works of Fort George, 
lying a little to the east of the site of ever- 
memorable Fort William- Henry. 

By the care and diligence of the Commis- 
sary-General, everything that could refresh the 
weary soldiers was found prepared ; a fleet of 
one hundred and thirty-five large boats, and 
nine hundred bateaux was seen lying along the 
shore of the lake of pure and holy waters ; 
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and hardly a head was laid down to slumber 
in the tents that night, which did not fondly 
fancy that Ticonderoga must inevitably fall. 

As usual in camp, or on the march. Lord 

H dined with his soldiers, and shared 

their simple fare ; but he passed the evening 
with Mr. Prevost, who had found quarters in 
the fort. Both were grave; but the deeper 

gravity was with Lord H ; for though, 

through the mind of the elder man, continually 
flitted painful fancies — thoughts, images, or 
whatever they may be called— of the fate of 
poOT Brooks, and his lips murmured twioe 
almost involuntarily the words, "Poor Wood- 
chuck !" yet the certainty which he felt of 
the safety of his eon, however great the sacrifice 
which purchased it, was a comfort — a great, a 
mighty consolation, although he almost te^ 
preached himself for the sensation of rejoicing,' 
which he could not help experiencing. 

Lord H , on the contrary, felt no such 

certainty. Ever siace his conversation witii 
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Proctor, if conversation it can be called, a 
gloomy feeling of apprehension had rested on 
him. He did not doubt poor Woodchuck in 
the least : he was sure that he would hold &st 
to his resolution. Neither had he any fears 
that the execution of his purpose would be 
delayed or prevented by any such accident as 
that which had in reality occurred. But he 
asked himself, ^^ Might he not come too late ?" 
They had been told the time allowed by the 
Oneida chief to provide a subsitute for Walter, 
and had taken it at the European calculation of 
months ; but, since he heard that a rumour of 
the young man's death was prevalent amongst 
the Indians, he doubted whether there had not 
here been a mistake. The very rumour showed 
that some of the natives, at least, imagined 
the time had expired, and implied that their 
calculation was different. The effect upon the 
mind of Edith, he knew would be terrible, wh^i 
she found that her brother might have been 
saved, but that his life had been lost by such a 
mistake. 
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Fmm Mr. Frevost, he strove to hide his 
appreltensions as far as possible ; knowing Well 
that pievious anxiety never diminishes an 
inevitable evil; and soon aftei' night-fall he 
left him, to seek thought in his^ own tent. 

The sky was clear and eloudless ; the stars 
shining out with a lajtgefneins and a lustre such 
as Europeiiii skies eftii never give; a light 
breeze stirred th^ waAers of the lake, and made 
them musioal along the shore ; and one of the 
voyageurs wte ttnging a tranquil song of home 
in a clefltl*, mellow voice, as he sat in his bark. 
The air was mild and gentle as a morning 
dream : yet the whole had that solemn calm- 
ness which is always allied to melancholy. 
jkH things which, in their calmness, detach us 
i&om tiiis untranquil earth, bring with them 
t^ feeling of parting from old Mends. - 

IMd^ the influence of such sensations, he 
went mt iiiore than a hundred steps from the 
gates of the fcnrt ; but seated himself upon a 
^fiaasof the 4ark grey marble recently quarried 
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for building, and gave himself up to the thcmghts 
in which he would have indulged, had he 
been in his tent. They were sadder perhaps 
than they had ever been before in life — 
without anything like presentiment, without 
fmj^hing like apprehension, on his own account. 
But new ties, new affections, tenderer sympa- 
thies, warmer hopes, than any he had yet 
tasted in existence, had lately grown up 
around him ; and it is a sad fact, with man, as 
with states, Ihat the more he increases his 
possessions — be they mundane, or be they 
of the heart — ^the more defenceless points does 
he expose to ever-ready enemies. 

Nor was he in the fresh hey-day of life, 
when the down of the butterfly has never been 
crushed — when all is joy: the present in 
fruition — ^the future in anticipation — ^the past 
forgotten. He knew that there were sorrows : 
he felt that there were dangers to his peace ; 
he was couscious how fr^il is the thread upon 
which mortal happiness is poised in the midst 
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of the dark abyss. True, he would not have 
yielded the blessing of Edith's love for all that 
earth could give of security ; still, he was well 
aware that his heart had now a vulnerable point 
to be reached by weapons which had never yet 
been encountered. All that touched her, 
touched him ; and the uncertainty of Walter's 
fate threw a sadness over his meditations. 
What would have been his sensations, had he 
known that for Walter he need have no fear ? 
that it was her -fate he had to dread ? But 
that was spared him. 

He sat there long : no inclination to sleep 
interrupted his reveries, notwithstanding the 
fatigues of the day ; and at length the moon 
rose over the high eastern hills, showing an 
unrivalled scene of solemn beauty. The mo- 
ment the beams touched the waters, they were 
converted into a flood of liquid silver : the 
grand forms of Eattlesnake Mountain, and its 
follow giants, to the east, and of that high hill 
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now called French Mountain, to the north- 
west, the deep, gloomy woods, the walls of the 
fortress, picturesque in their rugged incom- 
pleteness, the tents of the sleeping army, with 
here and there the light of a night-watcher 
gleaming amongst them, and the slopes of the 
nearer hills dotted with Indian fires, formed a 
sccDe such as the eye of man has seldom rested 
on ; while over all poured the lustrous stream 
of light, calm and passionless like the look of 
a good, pure being cast over the troublous 
scene of mortal life. 

Lord H rose ; and, after gazing round 

him for a few moments, drinking in as it were 
the solemn loveliness, walked on slowly towards 
the blackened remains of Fort William-Henry. 
Little was to be seen there. Montcalm had 
not left his work half done ; for all had been 
destroyed, and little, beyond some irregularities 
in the ground, and some large detached frag- 
ments of masonry, showed where so many gal- 
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lant men had fought in their country's cause, 
only to be slaughtered after surrender by a 
treacherous enemy. - 

By report, he knew the ground well ; and, 
after pausing for a minute or two amongst the 
ruins, he turned down the dark and fearftd dell 
where the horrible massacre was perpetrated. 
Every rook around had echoed to the yell of 
the Indians, the groan of the dying soldier, or 
the shrieks of defenceless women and children. 
Every tree had seen beneath its boughs some 
of the deeds of horror and of blood which 
went to make up that great crime. The bones 
of hundreds were lying still unburied ; and 
where the moonlight fell on the western side of 
the gorge, some portion of a woman's garment, 
whieh had caught upon a bush, was seen flut- 
tering in the breeze. 

The immediate path along which Lord 

H went, was still in profound shadow; 

but, suddenly, across the moonlight side, a 
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little in advance of him, he saw, gliding along 
with noiseless step, a troop of eight or ten 
shadowy figures, looking, like ghosts in the 
pale moonlight. So much was their color the 
same as the rocks around, that you might al- 
most fancy you saw through them, and that they 
were but the shadows from some other objects 
cast upon the broken crags as they passed. 

Lord H stood and gazed; when sud- 
denly the band stopped, and, comprehending 
that he had been perceived, he challenged them 
in English, judging at once that they must be 
a troop of friendly Indians. A deep voice 
replied in the same language, but with a strong 
Indian accent, " We are friends — children of 
the Stone. Can you tell us where to find 
Prevost ?" 

As he spoke, the leader of the Indians had 
advanced nearer down the sloping ground at 
the foot of the rocks ; and there seemed some- 
thing in his tall, powerful form, and majesty 



TICONDEROaA. 241 

of carriage, familiar to the eyes of the young 
nobleman, who exclaimed, ^^ Is that the Black 
Eagle?" 

^^ It is," answered the other, whose lim- 
ited knowledge of English did not suffer 
him to indulge in his usual figurative language. 
" Art not thou the Falling Cataract ?" 

" I am he to whom you gave that name," 

returned Lord H . ^' But what want you 

with Mr. Prevost ? Where is his son ?" 

" On yonder side of Horicon," answered 
the Indian chief, pointing with his hand to- 
wards the western side of the lake. " The 
boy is safe ; be thy mind at rest." 

Lord H took the hand he proffered, and 

pressed it in his; but at the same time he 
asked, " And poor Woodchuck — what of him ?" 

" I know not," answered Black Eagle ; 
^^ we have not beheld him." 

'^That is strange," rejoined the noble- 
man ; "he set out to deliver himself up 
to you, to save the young man's life." 

VOL. IIP. M 
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" He is brave,'' answered Black Eagle ; 
" the Good Spirit kept him away," 

" Then, how was the boy delivered ?" asked 

Lord H . "We feared that your people 

would be inexorable." 

" The Great Spirit spoke by the voices of the 
women," answered the chief. ^^ She who 
sees beyond the earth in her visions, heard the 
voice, and told its words. It was decreed that 
if the boy died, our wives, our daughters, our 
sisters, should all die with him ; and we 
listened to the voice, and obeyed." 

^' Come with me, quickly," said Lord 

H , eagerly ; "let us carry the news to 

Mr. Prevost. He is here 'at the fort, now 
holding an office in our army." 

" I know it," repUed Black Eagle. " I 
have been to his lodge, and found no one but 
the slaves, who told me. The boy I sent on 
with my people ; for the children of the Stone 
have taken the war-path for England, and 
a thousand warriors are on their way to the 
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place of the Sounding Waters. He goes to 
fight amongst us as our son. But I 
must speak with Prevost before I go, for the 
wings of the Black Eagle are spread, perhaps, 
for his last flight ; and who knows but he will 
leave his scalp on the war^post of the Huron ?" 

Lord H led the way with a quick step ; 

and the chief and his companions followed. 
At the first outpost they were of course chal- 
lenged ; and, strict orders having been given to 
admit no troop of Indians within the limits of 
the fort, the young nobleman and the chief 
proceeded alone to the quarters of Mr. Pre- 
vost. They found him still up, and busily 
writing orders for the following morning. 
When he beheld the face of Black Eagle fol- 
lowing his noble friend, he started up ; and, at 
first, drew back ; but then, with a sudden 
change of feeling, he seized the warrior's hand, 
exclaiming, *^ My son lives ! my son lives, or 
you would not be here !" 

" He lives^^' repHed Black-Eagle. 
H 2 
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He then proceeded to give the same aocoimt 
to Mr. Prevost which had been heard by Lord 

H . The former, however, understanding 

the Indian better, soon drew from him, partly 
in English, and partly in Iroquois, the whole 
particulars of Walter's deliverance. 

" And would yen really have slain him ?" 
asked Mr. Prevost. 

"I would," replied Black Eagle, calmly and 
firmly. "I would have torn out my own 
heart, had the laws of my people required if 

The father mused for a few moments, and 
then said, in a thoughtful tone — 

"I believe you would. Dear Otaitsa, did 
she then really peril her life to save her young 
friend ?" 

"She did more,'' answered Black Eagle; 
" she was one of those prepared to go to the 
happy hunting-ground with him; but I tell 
thee, Prevost, not the sight of my child, with 
the knife in • her hand ready to plunge it intp 
her own heart, made the Black Eagle pause or 
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hesitate. It was that we heard the voice of 
the Great Spirit in the words that were spoken. 
He only can change the laws of the Oneida, 
and he changed them. But now hear me, 
Prevost, for I must back to "my people and thy 
son. I sent them forward towards the Sound- 
ing Waters, while I sought thee first at thy 
lodge, and then here ; and I must join them, 
for they must not throw a hatchet or fire a rifle 
without the Black Eagle." 

He had seated himself when first he entered, 
but now he rose, and stood erect, as if about to 
make a speech. 

"There is a Blossom on the Black 
Eagle's tree," he said, " which is dear 
to his eyes ; and thou hast a bough on thy tree, 
which is dear to thee. Otaitsa is a Christian — 
believes in your Good Spirit. She is descended 
from a race of warriors, every one pf whom 
has left a name in the hearts of his people. 
She is of the highest race of the highest tribe 
of the children of the Stone* The blood of the 
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red man is as^fijaeas the blood of the wlute. 
Her mother was the daughter of a great chief, 
aad of a race as good as thine own ; a race that 
is renowned." 

Mr. Prevost beat down his head ; bat he 
knew the Indian customs too well to interrupt^ 
and the chief went on — 

"The Blossom loves the Bough : the Bough 
loves the Blossom. She has purchased him ; 
she has bought him for herself; she has offered 
lier heart's blood for his price. Is he not hers ? 
If the Black Eagle should never return from 
his war-flight, if the bullet of the French 
should break his wing, w: the arrow of the 
Huron pierce his heart, will his brother Pw- 
vost bind the Blossom and the Bough together 
as the white men bind them, and as the 
Christian people unite those who love? 
Will he take the Blossom to his own home, 
and make her indeed his daughter ?" 

Mr. Prevost rose, and threw his arms round 
the chief, saying — 
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" Thou art my brother ; I will do as thou 
hast said ; and may the Good Spirit deal with 
me as I deal with thee in this matter ! Thy 
daughter is my daughter ; my son is thy son. 
But thou knowest not, perhaps — " 

Black Eagle raised his hand, saying, in 
Iroquois — 

" Forbear ! I know what I know ; thou 
knowest what thou knowest. We may be- 
lieve much that it is not right to prove. 
Silence is a good thing when secrets are dan- 
gerous. Now go I to my people with my heart 
at rest." 

And, without more words, he glided put of 
the room. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 



Bay dawned brightly and clearly over the 
wild woods, the green savannahs, the streams^ 
the lakes, and moontains, that lay between 
Horicon, or Lake George, and the small chain 
of Indian lakes. The advanced party of the 
Oneidas were up, and bustling with the earliest 
beam — ^bustling, but in their quiet manner. All 
were actively clearing away every trace of their 
sojourn from the face of the savannah as far as 
possible, and preparing to betake themselves 
to the shade of the neighbouring woods ; but 
sister Bab was still sound asleep. 

Amongst those who have travelled much 
over that part of the country, there may be 



some who remember a beautiful and rich green 
meadow, extending for about a third of a mile 
from its inland extremity to the shores of 
Horicon. It has now — and it is not much 
altered since the time I speak of — a sloping 
ground, well covered with wood, to the north- 
ward of this grassy plot ; and on the south is 
a rocky, but still well wooded, bank, in which 
several small caves are to be observed. 

In one of these caves lay the negress, on 
the morning I have just mentioned; and 
though the Indians moved about in different 
directions, and removed a large iron pot of 
European workmanship which had been placed 
near the entrance of the cavern, the good 
woman, in the sleep of ^tigue and exhaustion, 
showed no sign whatever of waking. 

Few had been the explanations which she 
had given on the preceding night. She was 
too weary to indulge in her usual loquacity ; 
and the Indian sat quietly before her, after 
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haying supplied all that she required, eeeiiijg; 
her eat and drink, but putting no questiouB, 

Now, however, he approached the hollow in 
the rock ; and, after gazing at her for an in- 
stant as she lay, he moved her with his moo* 
casined foot. She started up, and rubbed her 
eyes, looking round with evident wonder ; but 
the Indian said — 

" Get up and follow into the woods, if thou 
wouldest see the Black Eagle. We must leave 
the ground that has no shadow, now that the 
day has come." 

" Ah me !" cried sister Bab, " what shall I 
do for my poor Missy ? She is a prisoner with 
the French, not more than a few miles hence, 
and, what is worse still, the Woodchuck is with 
her, and all our people said he was going to 
give himself up to save Massa Walter." 

Quietly and deliberately, the Indian seated 
himself on the ground, and remained silent for 
a moment or two. He then asked, without the 
slightest appearance of interest — 
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"Where is the daughter of Prevost? Is she 
at the Castle of the Sounding Waters ?" 

Sister ^ah replied " No ;" and, as far as she 
could describe it, explained to her companion 
where Edith was, and gave him no very in- 
accurate notion of the sort of field-work on 
which she had stumbled the night before. 
Still not a muscle of the man's face moved ; 
and he merely uttered a sort of hum at this 
intelligence, sitting for full two minutes 
without uttering a word. 

" What can we do, brother, to save them ?" 
asked sister Bab at length. " I don't think 
there's any danger either to Missy or 
Massa Woodchuck, because the young man in 
the blue, coat seemed very civil ; but then, if 
Massa Woodchuck not get away, your people 
will kill Massa Walter. For six months will 
be over very soon." 

" Six moons have grown big and small 
since the Black Eagle spoke," said the 
Indian gravely ; " but we will see whether 
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there be not a trail the prison^is cantree^r 
Yon must get up quickly, and walk before me, 
but without noise, to where you left them like a 
cloud upon the mountain-side." 

" It^s a long way," said the poor woouQf ; 
" aad my feet are all cut and torn with yester-; 
day's ramble." 

" We will give thee moccassins," answered 
the Indian. ^^The way is not long, even to 
the house of the. Sounding Waters, if you keep 
the trail straight. Thou must show me, if 
thou wouldest save Provost's daughter. Her 
fate is like a toppling stone upon the edge of a 
precipice. A wind will blow it down. The 
French Hurons do not spare women. Come, 
get thee up ; eat and talk not. I must know 
this place, and that quickly." 

The last words were spoken somewhat 
sternly ; and sister Bab rose up, and followed 
to one of the little groups of Indians, where 
she seated herself again, and ate some cakes of 
maize and dried deer's flesh, while the chief 



TtcommmL 253 

irho had been speaking with her, held a oon- 
snltation with several of the other wamoiti. 
Not much time was allowed her for her meal, 
for in less than five minntes she was called 
upon to lead the way; and, followed by a 
party of five Indians, she proceeded for a mile 
or two, till they reached a spot where the 
trail divided into two. She was abo'.^t to take 
the left-hand path, knowing that it was the one 
which she had followed on the preceding 
night ; but the chief commanded her in a low 
voice to turn her steps upon the other, adding, 
"We shall come upon thy foot-prints again 
speedily." 

So indeed it proved, for she had wandered 
during the night far from the direct course; 
and, after walking on for some ten minutes, 
they cut into the former path again, where, to 
Indian eyes, the traces of a negro foot were 
very apparent. 

Twice the same thing occurred ; and thus 
the distance was shortened to nearly one half 
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jot ifchat wiiich die had trayelled, on the pre- 
ceding night, between the little masked 
redoubt of the French and the Indian camping- 



At length, the objects which Sistjsr Bab saw 
around her, gave warning that she was ap- 
proaching the spot of which they were in 
search. From time to time, Mount Defiance 
was seen towering up on the right, and the 
character of the shrubs and trees was changed. 
The first hint sufficed to make the Indians 
adopt much greater precautions than those 
which they had previously used. They spread 
wide from the trail, the Chief leading Sister 
Bab with him ; and slowly and noiselessly they 
pursued their way, taking advantage of every 
tree and every rock, to hide behind, and gaze 
around. 

Before five minutes more were over. Sister 
Bab paused suddenly, and pointed forward. 
The Indian gazed in silence. To an ui^)rac- 
tised eye, nothing would have been apparent 
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te excite the slightest suspicion Of a tieigh* 
bouring enemy ; but some of the pine bteuches, 
of what seemed a low copse in front, were a 
shade yellower than the other trees. Besides^ 
they did not take the forms of young sapUngg. 
They were rounder, less taper, without 
leaving shoot or peak. 

A grin came upon the Indian's countenance ; 
and, pointing with his finger to the ground, he 
seemed without words to direct the negress to 
remain exactly on the same spot where she 
stood behind a great butternut tree. He then 
looked round him for his companions ; but 
their movements were well combined and un- 
derstood. Though at some distance from each 
other, each eye from time to time had been 
turned towards him as they advanced ; and the 
moment it was perceived that he stopped, each 
of the others stopped also. His raised hand 
brought them all creeping quietly towards him ; 
and then, after a few whispered words, each 
Indian sank down upon the ground, and, creep- 
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ing along like a snake, disappeared amongst 
the bushes. 

Sister Bab found her situation not altogether 
pleasant. The- slightest possible rustle in the 
leaves was heard as her red companions dis- 
appeared; but then all sounds ceased, exc^t 
from time to time when the wind, which had 
risen a little, bore her some murmurs from the 
redoubt, as if of voices speaking. Once she 
caught a few notes of a merry air, whistled by- 
lips that were probably soon after doomed to 
everlasting silence. But that was all she 
heard, and the stillness grew oppressive to her. 

After ;w^aiting for a moment or two, she 
sought a deeper shelter than the butternut tree 
afforded, and crept amongst some thick shrubs 
at the foot of a large oak. She thought her 
Indian companions would never return ; but 
at length one of the red men looked out from 
the bushes, and then another ; and both gazed 
around as if in search of her. Following their 
example, she crept forth, and the chie^ ap- 
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proachingy beckoned her away without speak^ 
ing. 

When far enough off to be quite certain that 
no sound of voices could reach the redoubt, he 
stopped suddenly and gazed in her face, say- 
ing— 

" You love the daughter of the pale-fece ; 
you followed her where there was danger ; will 
you go where there is no danger, to bear her 
the words of warning ?" 

" I will go anywhere to do her any good,'* 
answered the woman warmly. "I am not 
afraid of danger. I had enough of it yesterday 
to make me careless of it to-day.'^ 

"Well then," said the Chief, "thou seest 
this trail to the left ; follow it till it crosses 
another. Then turn to the right on ihe one it 
crosses — it is a broad trail, thou canst not miss 
it. It will lead thee straight into the French- 
man's ambush. They will not hurt thee. Ask 
for the daughter of the pale-face Prevost. Tell 
them thou hast passed the night in the woods 
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seeking for her, and they will let thee stay with 
her. Tell her she shall have deliverance before 
the sun has set to-morrow ; but bid her, when 
she hears the war-whoop, and the shot of the 
riflej to cast herself down flat on the ground 
beneath the earth-heap, if she be near at the 
time. She knows the Oneida people ; she can 
tell their feces from the Hurons, though the 
war* paint be bright upon them. She need not 
fear them. Tell her secretly when no one 
hears ; and what I tell her to do, do thou, if 
thou would?st save thy life." 

" But," suggested Bab, with more foresight 
than the Indian, " perhaps they will not keep 
her there till to-morrow. They may send. her 
into the fort — ^most likely will." 

^' Bid her stay, bid her stay," said the chief; 
" if they force her away, I have no arm to hold 
her. Go on. I have said." 

The negress shook her head as if much 

doubting the expediency of the plan proposed ; 

, but she obeyed without farther remonstrance ; 
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and, walking on upon the little narrow path 
which the Indian had pointed out, she reached 
in about a quarter of an hour the broader trail 
along which Edith had been taken on the pre*^ 
ceding night Tiiniing to the right as* di- 
rected, she followed it with slow and somewhat 
hesitating steps, ;tm suddenly a sharp tur^i 
brought her in sight of two sentinels, pacing 
bewjkwards and forwards, and a group of 
Indians seated on the ground round a fire, 
cooking their food. Then she halted abruptly, 
but she was already seen ; and, receiving no 
answer to his challenge, one of the sentinels 
presented his mtuiket as if to fire* At /the 
same moment, a yoice exclaimed, in Frejioh— ■ 
" What's that — ^what's that ?" and § man. i^L 
the garb Of a soldier, but unarmed, came 
forward and spoke to her. 

She could make no reply, for she did not 
understand a word he said ; and, taking her by 
the wrist, the man led her into the redoubt, 
saying to a seutinel, with a laugh — . , 
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" It^s only a black woman ; did you take her 
for a bear ?" 

The next instant, poor Bab beheld her young 
mistress quietly seated on the ground^ with a 
pul% white table-cloth spread before her, and 
all the appurtenances of a breakfast-table, 
though not the table itself; while the officer 
she had seen in the redoubt the night before, 
was applying himself assiduously to supply her 
with all she wanted. In a moment, the good 
woman had shaken her wrist free from the man 
who held it ; and, darting forward, she caught 
Edith's hand, and smothered it with kisses. 

Great was Edith's joy and satisfaction to see 
poor Bab still in life. It was soon explained 
to the French officer who she was, and how 
she came thither. But the object of her 
coming had nearly been frustrated before she 
had time to explain to her young mistress the 
promised rescue ; for, ere she had been half an 
hour within the works, a non-commissioned 
officer from Ticonderoga appeared with a dis- 
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patch for the Commander of the party, who 
at once proposed to send the young lady and her 
dark attendant, under the officer's charge, to the 
fortress, expressing gallantly his regret to lose 
the honor and pleasure of her society, l^ut 
adding that it would be for her convenience 
and safety. 

The suggestion was made before he opened 
the dispatch ; and Edith eagerly caught at a 
proposal which seemed to offer relief from a 
very unpleasant situation. But as soon as the 
Captain had seen the contents of his letter, his 
views were changed ; and he explained to his 
young prisoner that, for particular reasons, the 
Commander-in-Chief thought it best that there 
should be as little passing to and fro, during 
the period of daylight, between the fortress and 
the redoubt, as possible. He would, therefore, 
he said, be obliged to inform his superior officer, 
in the first place, of her being there, and of 
the circumstances in which she had fallen under 
his protection, as he termed it ; adding that. 
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probably, after nightfall, when the same objec- 
tions would not exist, he would receive instruc- 
tions as to what was to be done both with 
herself and companions, and with the In- 
dians in whose power he had found her. 

He then sat down to write a reply to the 
dispatch he had received, and occupied fully 
half an hour in its composition, during which 
time, all that sister Bab had to say was spoken. 
The very name of the Oneidas, however, 
awakened painful memories in Edith's breast ; 
and, notwithstanding all the assurances she had 
received from Otaitsa, her heart sank at the 
thought of poor Walter's probable fate. She 
tumed her eyes towards Woodchuck, who had 
refused to take any breakfast, and sat apart 
under a tree, not far from the spot where 
Apukwa and his companions, kept in sight 
constantly by a sentinel, were gathered round 
their cooking-fire. His attitude was the most 
melancholy that can be conceived : his eyes 
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were fixed upon the ground; his head drooping; 
his brow heavy and contracted ; and his hands 
clasped together on his knee. Edith moved 
quietly towards him, and seated herself near, 
saying — "What is the matter, my good 
friend ?" She then added, in a low voice — 
^' I have some pleasant news for you." 

Woodchuck shook his head sadly^ but made 
no answer; and Edith continued seeking to 
cheer him. 

" The poor negro woman," added she, " who 
was with me when we were attacked, escaped 
the savages, it seems, and has brought an in- 
timation that, before to-morrow^s sunset, we 
shall be set free by a large party of the 
Oneidas." 

"It is too late, my dear, it is too late !" 
ejaculated Woodchuck, pressing his hands 
tight together ; " too late to do anything for 
your poor brother ; it was him I was thinking 
of." 
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"But there are still four or five days of the 
time," said Edith, " and—" 

" I've been a fool. Miss Prevost," interrupted 
Woodchuck, bitterly; "and there's no use 
concealing it from you. I have mistaken 
moons for months. The man who brought me 
the news of what that stern old devil. Black 
Eagle, had determined, said the time allowed 
was six months, and I never thought of the 
Indians counting their months by moons, till I 
heard those Honontkoh saying something about 
it this morning. No, no ! it's all useless now, 
it's all useless !" 

Edith turned deadly pale, and remained so 
for a moment or two ; but then she lifted her 
eyes to a spot of the blue sky shining through 
the trees above, and, with a deep sigh, 
ejaculated — 

" We must trust in God, then, and hope He 
has provided other and less terrible means. 
He can protect and deliver according to Has 
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will, without the aid or instrumentality of 
man. You have done your best, Woodchuck, 
and your conscience should rest satisfied." 

"No, no!" he exclaimed, bitterly; "if I 
had but thought of what I knew quite well, I 
should have gone a fortnight sooner, and the 
poor lad would have been saved. It's all the 
fault of my stupid mistake. A man should 
make no mistakes in such emergencies. Miss 
Edith." 

He fell into a fit of thought again ; and, 
seeing that the attempt to comfort him was 
vain, Edith returned to the side of the black 
woman, and inquired eagerly if she had found 
any tidings of Walter amongst the Oneidas. 
Sister Bab, however, was more cautious than 
poor Woodchuck had been, and denied stoutly 
having heard anything, adding that she could 
not think they had done any harm to her 
young " Massa," or they would not be so eager 
to help her young '* Missy." 

The smallest gleam of hope is always a 

VOL. III. N 
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blessing ; still, the day passed sadly enough to 
poor Edith. The commandant of the redoubt 
was occupied with military business, which 
she did not comprehend, and which afforded no 
relief to her thoughts, even for a moment. 
She saw the soldiers parading, the sentinels re- 
lieved, the earth- works inspected, and the In- 
dians harangued, without one thought being 
withdrawn from the painful circumstances of 
her own fate. 

Shortly after dusk, however, the same ser- 
vant who had brought the dispatch in the 
morning, re-appeared with another letter, 
which the French Commandant read, and then 
carried to Edith in the little hut where she 
was seated, with her lamp just trimmed and 
lighted. 

" The Marquis of Montcalm informs Cap- 
tain Le Courtois that it will be greatly incon- 
venient to receive any additional mouths into 
Fort Carillon. Should he think fit, he can 
send the lady who has fallen into his hands, 
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with the English gentleman, her companion, 
back to Crown Point* or Fort St. Frederick, 
as early to-morrow as he thinks fit. If the 
lady earnestly prefers to retire to Fort Carillon 
at once, the Marqnis of Montcalm will not be 
so wanting in courtesy as to refuse; but he begs 
to warn her that she may be subjected to all 
the inconveniences of a siege, as he cannot at 
all tell what course of operations the enemy 
may think fit to pursue. The Indians taken, 
if willing, as they say, to serve, may be use- 
fully employed within the redoubt, but with 
caution, and must not be suffered to operate 
upon the flanks as usual." 

''It is for you to say. Mademoiselle," ob- 
served Monsieur Le Courtois, '' whether you 
will now go to the fort or not." 

♦ I find it stated, that the fort referred to, did not re- 
ceive the name of Crown Point till after its capture by 
the English ; but it is so called bv contemporary English 
writers. 

N 3 
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Edith, however, declined; sajring that the 
reasons given hy Monsieur de Montcaka were 
quite sufficient to induce her to remain till it 
was convenient to send her elsewhere. 

Thus ended that eventftil week. The fol- 
lowing day was Sunday — a day not fit to be 
desecrated by human strife, but one which was 
destined to behold on that very spot one of 
those scenes which write man's shame in letters 
of blood upon the page of history. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



The day was intensely hot ; the wind nearly 
south-west, the sky deep blue towards the 
horizon, but waning to a hazy gold color in the 
zenith ; when, at an early hour on the Saturday 
morning, the great flotilla of General Aber- 
crombie got under way. One large boat, mo- 
delled like a whale-boat, and so designated in 
contemporary accounts, led the way with the 
actiye and energetic second in command, ac- 
companied by a portion of his own regiment. 
The rest followed, spreading out in the shape 
of an irregular wedge over the face of the 



270 JIOONDEROGA. 

lake ; and the whole steered at once directly 
towards the Narrows. 

Fresh, and peaceful, and beautiful, was the 
scene upon that loveliest of lakes, with the 
wild mountains and sweeping forests round, 
and myriads of gracdkd islands studding the 

golden waters like gems. Lord H sat 

somewhat reclining on his cloak, in the stem 
of the leading boat, with a telescope in his, 
hand, which, however, he did not use. The 
scene presented to his eye had sufficient in it6 
general features co afford pleasant, occupation 
to the thoughts ; and he strove to turn them 
as much as possible towards objects uncon- 
nected with his own fate, or with the fate of 
the expedition. 

Had he misgivings ? it may be asked. I 
caimot tell. His mind was relieved in regard 
to Walter's fate, and he knew nothing of the 
painful circumstances in which Edith was 
placed* On those points his mind was at resf. 
Nay, with a kindly heart, like his, there was 
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ground for rejoicing ; yet a certain degree of 
melancholy mingled with all his thoughts, which 
he could not altogether oast off. He strove, 
then, to occupy his mind with the contempla- 
tion of the ever-changing picture presented by 
the mountain, lake, and islands, as^ with a 
gentle, pleasant breeze, the boat sailed on — ^to 
forget the bloody business of the coming 
hours, the contest for which he thought he 
had provided as far as human foresight could 
reach, and to £mcy himself a wandering 
traveller enjoying a summer's sail on holy 
waters. Diamond Island was soon passed; 
Long Island left to the eastward ; and the rich, 
narrow strip of low land extending far into 
the lake, and known as Long Point, was 
rounded by the boat in which he sat. 

He gazed back to see how near the others 
were following; and then looked forward 
again. French Mountain, Deer-pasture Moun- 
tain, Harris's Bay, Dunham's Bay, were left 
behind ; and the Dome island, rising up in the 
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midst of the waters, like the cupola of some 
large submerged cathedral, was right in front. 
Many another little islet was seen scattered 
round, with that peculiar and magical eflfect of 
the hazy midsummer light, making them look 
hardly real. 

At length, the high, precipitous cliff, known 
as Shelying Book, on the one hand, and the 
Tongue Mountain on the other, were seen in 
front, announcing the approach to the Nar- 
rows; while the top of the Black Mountain 
appeared dark and grim over •the lower land in 
the foreground. 

More caution now became necessary, for, 
hitherto, no fear had been entertained that the 
sailing of the flotilla would be discovered by 
the enemy's scouts ; but that part of the lake 
most frequently swept by the French boats 
was near at hand, and it became necessary to 
keep as far in shore as possible, and take ad- 
vantage of every headland and island as a 
means of concealment in order to hide the ap- 



TIOOKDEKO0A. 273 

proach and number of the armament till the 
last moment 

The general orders having been given, Lord 

H ag^ lay quiet, and meditated. On an 

active and energetic spirit, the saddest thoughts 
are most apt to obtrude in moments of forced 
tranquillity. He could not cast them off; he 
tried to think of everything that was happy — 
of Edith — of his speedy union with her 
who had become the brightness of his life— of 
pleasant days beyond the sea, far away in their 
peaceful native land. Still, still, through all 
the visions he conjured up, of hope, and happi- 
ness, and long cheerful hours, came chiming, 
like the tolling of a bell, the sad prophetic 
words of question, "Shall I ever see her 
more ?" and he longed for the moment of land- 
ing, to shake off thought in exertion. 

At length it came. The wild, strange scenery 
of the Buck Mountain and the Eattlesnake 
dens, was seen upon the left, with, stretching 
n5 
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out in front, the low fertile sweep of land 
known from that day forward as Sabbath Day 
Point. Here, in the evening, the troops 
landed for refreshment.; and the boats were 
drawn up to the southward, under cover of the 
banks and woods, with but a few miles ferther 
sail on the following day, ere they reached the 
point of attack. 

Happy are the thoughtless ; for. though per- 
haps they enjoy not so highly, and their pleasure 
is of a lower kind, they oan take delight in 
each sunshiny hour that Gk)d grants them in 
their course through life. The brief repose, 
the pleasant meal, the fair and the strange 
things around, afforded matter for much happi- 
ness to many a light heart there during the 
halt of the army ; but it was not so with Lord 

H . He knew that the next day was to 

be one of great fatigue, difficulty, and exertion; 
and, in order that his corporeal^powers might 
be in full activity, he lay down and tried to 
sleep ; but sleep would not come, and he had 
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not closed an eye, when towards .midnight the 
order was given to form upon the beach and 
re-embark. 

Every one, as well as the young nobleman, 
felt that to be a solemn moment. The sky was 
deal: and bright ; [the stars were shining out 
large and lustrous; not a breeze was felt; 
the clear waters of the lake were smooth 
as a sheet of glass ; the only soimd that stirred 
the air was the tramp of the troops towards 
the boats, the whirring insects in the trees, and 
the wailing voice of the whip-poor-will. 

All was conducted as silently as possible; 
the oars of the boats were muffled ; and once 

m6re Lord H led the way with a few 

bodies of rangers in several bateaux. The 
regular troops followed in the centre of the line^ 
and the volunteers of the provinces formed wings 
on either side. Stilly and silently, the flight 
of boats skimmed over the waters, till, after a 
few hours of solemn darkness^ day dawned 
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upon them, revealing to the scents of Mont- 
cahn, npon the rocky eminences near the shore, 
the full blaze of the English uniforms in the 
innumerable boats sweeping down as if to cer- 
tain conquest 

Somewhat less than an hour after, the fir^ 
boat neared what is called Prisoner's Island, 
bore away a little to the westward, where the 
ground was open, touched the shore, and Ae 
young nobleman instantly sprang to land. 
From that day, it has born the name of Howe's 
Landing. Eegiment after regiment followed. 
The debarkation was perfectly orderly and un- 
interrupted, and it was evident that the French 
garrison of Ticonderoga, if not actually taken 
by surprise, was attacked much sooner than 
had been expected. 

The number of the Indians with the army 
was actually small; but it was known that 
large parties of Mohawks, Oneidas, and even 
Onondagas, were hovering on the flanks. 
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sweeping, in fact, in a crescent round that 
which was then considered the key of Lake 
Champlain. 

It was nearly noon before the disembarkation 
was completed, and the men formed into three 
columns, ready for advance. The first column, 
however, then plunged into the woods, headed 

by Lord H in person, and pushed on for 

some little way unopposed, except by the 
difficulties of the road, which at every step 
became greater and greater, from the 
thick juniper bushes and tangled brush- 
wood which encumbered the ground under the 
larger trees. The men's strength was spent in 
contending with these natural obstacles ; and, 

to give them time to breathe. Lord H 

halted his corps for a moment, at the first open 
space in the woods which they reached. He 
himself leaned upon the short ranger's musket 
which he carried in his hand, his fine, expres- 
sive countenance glowing with exercise and 
eagerness, and beaming encouragement upon 
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the gallant men who followed him on what they 
fully believed to be the road to victory. 

At that moment, something was heard plung- 
ing through the thick brushwood on the left, 
and an Indian in his full war-costume, painted 
and armed, burst out into the open space, 
holding up a piece of paper in his hand. He 
darted instantly towards the commander of the 
column, lifting the paper high; and Lord 

H , who was just upon the point of giving 

the order to advance again, paused and stretched 
forth his hand. What the man gave him was 
not a letter, but apparently merely a leaf torn 
out of a pocket-book ; and the moment it was 
delivered, the Indian, whose eyes had been 
gleaming with eagerness, dropped his arms by 
his side, and stood as still as a statue. 

Lord H gazed upon the paper, and be- 
held written in pencil, apparently in great 
haste, the following words: 

"There is a masked redoubt in front, as far as I 
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can discover, a little to the east of the brook. It 
is concealed by low bushes, and the gaps in the 
under- wood are filled up with boughs of pine. 
Edith is within, a prisoner. Beware ! we are 
marching forward rapidly to take it in reverse — 
I mean the Oneidas. 

" Walter Prevost.'' 

Several of the superior officers had gathered 
round, and, amongst the rest, a man deservedly 
famous in those and succeeding times, then 
simply known as Major Putnam. 

" We have been seen by friend, if not by 

enemies, Putnam," said Lord H , handing 

to him the paper. " What do you advise to be 
done ? You are more skilled in wood warfare 
than I am." 

" Send back the Indian," answered Major 
Putnam. " Let him tell his brethren to ad- 
vance as speedily as possible, and help to clear 
the woods. Then give me a hundred rangers, 
and a> handful of Indians, and I will push on 
myself, and make a way for you." 
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" Good," said Lord H . " Call out your 

men, Putnam, while I send away the Indian." 

Beckoning up an interpreter, the nobleman 
gave their savage allies directions, telling 
him particularly to report the exact spot which 
the column had reached ; and by the time this 
was done, and the man gone. Major Putnam 
had placed himself at the head of his little 
party, ready to dash on. 

" Stay, Putnam," said Lord H . " You 

command ; but I go with you." 

Putnam paused, and dropped the point of his 
sword, looking almost aghast. 

"My Lord," he said, "I beg you will 
forbear. If I am killed, the loss of my life 
will be of . Uttle consequence to any one, but 
the preservation of your life is of infinite 
importance to this army." 

Lord H laid his hand upon his arm, 

saying— 

" Putnam, your life is as dear to you as 



TICONDEROGA. 281 

mineis to me. I am determined to go. Lead 
on." 

The next moment, they dashed on at quick 
time along a trail which opened before them. 
The few Indians who accompanied the party, 
scattered as usual to the right and left ; and, for 
some little way, they made good progress through 
the tangled wood. At length, however, all, 
even to the natives, became puzzled by the 
number of trails crossing each other, and the 
thick and intricate nature of the wood ; still 
they forced their way forward, judging the 
direction they ought to take by the way the 
shadows of the trees were thrown by the sun- 
shine. Thus, for four or five hundred yards, 
they pushed on without seeing an enemy, 
when Putnam, suddenly pointing with his 
sword, exclaimed — 

" There goes a Frenchman's cap — more of 
them — more of them ! Now, gallant rangers, 
down with your pieces, and make your barrels 
ring!" 
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In an instant, every gun was levelled ; but, 
at the same moment, a sharp flash ran along 
the trees and bushes beyond ; the loud report 
of fire-arms rattled through the forest, and one 
of the young officers of the rangers dropped at 
once. Several privates fell before tiiey could 
draw the trigger, and while the rest were 
sending a fatal, volley into the wood. 

'^ On, on I" cried Fuinam; " clear the copse 
of them-^My Ldrd^ what is the matter 5"' 

Lord H ' stood for a moment longer with^ 
out answering ; then wavered for an instant on 
his feet, and fell back into the arms of a 
sergeant of the rangers. 

" I knew it," cried Putnam. " Forward, 
my men ! Forward, forward ! and avenge this 
noble fellow.'' 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 



Vert different from the array of Abercrombie't 
army was the march of the Oaeidas throu^ 
the deep woods on the western side of Lake 
Horicon. Far spread out, and separate from 
each other, they pursued a number, of different 
trails in profound silence, and in single files of 
not more than twenty or thirty each; yet, with 
what seemed a sort of instinct, each party 
directed its course unerringly to one particular 
point. They knew the spot they were to strike 
— they knew the time they were to be there; 
and at that spot, and at that time, each litti^ 
band appeared with its most famous warrior at 
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its head. Thus, in the small savannah where 
the poor negress, sister Bab, had found the 
advance-guard of the whole nation, nearly six 
hundred warriors of the children of the Stone 
assembled on the night of Saturday. 

Dressed, like themselves, with tomahawk 
and knife in his belt, and moccassins upon his 
feet, appeared Walter Prevost, distinguished 
from the rest by his fair skin and flowing hair. 
The sports of the field, the wild life he had led 
for several years, and even the hardships he 
had lately suffered, had fitted him for all the 
fetigues of an Indian march, and rendered a 
frame, naturally strong, extraordinarily robust 
and active. Ignorant of any danger to those 
he best loved, rejoicing in deliverance from 
captivity and the peril of death, and full of 
bright hopes for the future, his heart was light 
and gay, and happiness added energy to 
vigor. The hardy warriors with whom he 
marched, saw, with surprise and admiration, 
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the son of the pale-face bear difficulties and 
fatigues as well as themselves, and come in at 
the close of day as fresh and cheerful. 

The fires were lighted, the rifles piled near to 
each separate band, and the food, which they 
brought with them, cooked after their manner, 
and distributed amongst them ; but the meal 
was not over ere another small band joined 
them, and Black Eagle himself passed round 
the different fires till he paused by that at which 
Walter was seated. None of his own people 
had taken any notice of his approach. Once 
or twice, one of the warriors indeed looked up 
as he went by ; but no sign of reverence or 
even of recognition was given, till Walter, 
after the European fashion, rose and extended 
his hand. 

"Thou art before me, my son,'^ said the 
chief ; " the wings of the Black Eagle have 
had far to fly. I have visited thy father's 
lodge, aud have followed him to the new Castle 
at the mid-day end of Horicon." 
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" My father !" exclaimed Walter, in great 
surprise. " Was he not at his house ?" 

*' Nay, he is a war-chief with the army,^^ 
returned Black Eagle. 

" Then, where is Edith ?" inquired the 
young man. " Did you leave the Blossom with 
her?" 

" I left Otaitsa at thy father's house," an- 
swered the chief; ^*but thy sister was not 
there." 

" Where was she then ?" asked Walter, with 
some alarm. 

^^ I know not," answered Black Eagle, and 
was silent. 

'^ Perhaps he has taken her to Albany," re- 
joined the young man. " But you saw my 
father. How did he fare ?" 

"Well," answered Black Eagle; *^ quite 
well, and he gives thee to Otaitsa. The Blos- 
som is thine." 

^'Then Edith is safe," said Walter, in a 
tone of relief; " and his mind must have been 
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relieved about me, for he could not be well, 
or seem well, if either of his children were in 
danger." 

"The red man feels as much as the white 
man," observed Black Eagle ; " but he leaves 
tears and lamentations, sighs and sad looks, to 
women and children. Where is the Night 
Hawk ? and where are the warriors who went 
with him ?" 

" They are on before," replied the youth. 
" We have not seen them ; but their fires have 
been lighted here." 

No further questions were asked by the 
chief; and, walking slowly away, he seated 
himself with those who had accompanied him, 
to partake of the meat they were making 
ready. 

Few words were spoken amongst the various 
groups assembled there, and some twenty 
minutes had elapsed when one of the young 
men, seated at the fire with the Black Eagle, 
started up, and darted away towards the north 
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like a frightened deer. No one took any notice, 
and several soon after composed themselves to 
sleep. The others sat round their fires, with 
their heads bent down almost to their knees ; 
and the murmur of a few sentences, spoken 
here and there, was the only sound that broke 
the silence for nearly an hour. 

At the end of that time, two young warriors 
on the north side of the Savannah started up 
and listened ; and, shortly after, several of the 
Oneidas, who rested in the neighbourhood of 
the same spot the night before, were seen 
coming through the long grass, and crossing 
the tiny brook which meandered through the 
midst. 

Led by the young messenger, who had lately 
departed to seek for them, they glided up to 
the fire of the great chief and seated them* 
selves beside him. The conversation then 
grew earnest and quick ; and eager gestures 
and flashing eyes might have been seen. 

The great body of the Oneidas took not the 
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slightest notice of what was occurring 
around the council- fire of the Black Eagle ; but 
Walter watched every look with an indefinable 
feeling of interest and curiosity ; and, after 
much discussion, and many a long pause 
between, the chief beckoned him up, and made 
him sit in the circle. 

"Thou art young to talk with warriors," 
said the Black Eagle, when he was seated. 
" Thy hand is strong against the panther and 
the deer ; but it has never taken the scalp of 
an enemy. But the daughter of the white 
man, Prevost, is my daughter, and she is thy 
sister. Know then, my son, that she is in the 
power of the French. The Honontkoh, 
whom we have expelled — ^they are wolves — 
have taken her : they have run her down as 
a hungry pack runs down a fawn, and have 
delivered her and themselves into the hands of 
the enemy. The muzzles of their rifles have 
fire for our bosoms : their knives are hungry 
for our scalps. Be not a woman, who cannot 

VOL. III. o 
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hear with a calm eye, or limbs that are still ; 
but sit and listen, and thus prove thyself a 
warrior in the fight." 

He then went on to repeat all that he ihad 
just heard from the chief who had succoured the 
poor negress on the preceding night, and aD. 
that had been done since. 

" The Night Hawk was right," he said, " to 
send word that we would deliver thy sister ; 
for she is a daughter of the Oneida. The story 
also of the Dark Cloud is true ; for the children 
of the Stone have caused search to be made, 
and they have found the horses that were lost, 
and the body of the man they slew. They 
scalped him not, it is true ; for what is the 
scalp of a negro worth ? but the print of the 
tomahawk was between his eyes." 

^' Let me have a horse," cried Walter, "and 
I will bring her out from the midst of them." 

" The swallow flies faster than the eagle," 
returned the chief; " but where is his strength ? 
Listen, boy, to the words that come forth from 
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many years* Thy sister must be delivered; 
but our brethren, the English, must know of 
this ambush, lest they fall into it* So, too, 
shall she be saved more surely. Draw thou 
upon paper the history of the thing, and send 
it to the great chief thy friend, the Falling 
Cataract. I will find a messenger who knows 
him. Then will we break in upon this ambush 
at the same time with the English, and the 
scalps of the Honontkoh shall hang upon the 
war-post ; for they are not the children of the 
Stone : they spat upon their mother. One of 
the horses, too, shalt thou have to save thy 
sister out of the fight, if a thing with four feet 
can run easily in this forest." 

** There is the great trail from the setting 
«un to the Place of the Sounding Waters," 
said the Night Hawk. ^^A horse can run 
there as well as a deer. It passes close by the 
back of the hiding-place of the Frenchman." 

" Let me hear," said Walter, mastering his 
o 3 
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emotion, and striving to imitate the calm man*- 
ner of the Indians — " let me hear where this 
hiding-place is, and what it is like. The white 
man, though he but young, knows the ways of 
the white man best; and he may see light 
where the older eyes fail." 

In language obscured by figures, but others 
wise clear and definite enough, the Night 
Hawk described the masked redoubt of the 
French, and its position. 

Ignorant of the ground about the fortress, 
Walter could form but an insufficient judgment 
of the spot where it was situated; but the 
form and nature of the work, he comprehended 
well enough. He mused in silence a minute 
or two after the Chief had spoken, giving the 
Black Eagle good hope of his acquiring in 
time the Indian coolness ; and then he said — 

" It would be better for us, while the army 
attacks the redoubt in front, to take it in 
reverse." 
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"What meanest thou my son?' asked 
Black Eagle ; for Walter, still busy with his 
own thoughts, had spoken in English. 

The young man explained his meaning more 
clearly in the Iroquois tongue, showing that, 
as the enemy's position was, probably jfrom 
want of time, only closed on three sides, it 
would be easy for an Indian partyj by making 
a circuit, to come upon the rear of the French, 
unless some considerable body of natives was 
thrown out upon their western flank. The 
Night Hawk nodded his head slowly, with a 
look of approbation, sajring — 

" The Hurons are dogs, and creep close to 
the heels of their master. They are all within 
the stones or the mounds of earth, except 
those watching by the side of Horicon. The 
Kight Hawk has skimmed oyer the ground 
towards the setting sun, and there is no print 
of a moccassin upon the trail." 

"Thou hast the cunning of a warrior when 
thou art calm," said Black Eagle, " and it shall 
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be as thofL hast eaid. We will spring upon the 
back of the game. But let the Fallixig Cata- 
ract know quickly. Hart thou the means ? 
He will not understand the belt of wampum, 
and knows not the tongue of the Oneida.'^ 

^^ I €^n find means/' said Walter, ta^ng. 
from the pouch he carried, a pencil and an old 
pocket-book. ^^ But where will thy messenger 
find him, my father ?" 

/* He is not far," answered the Chief. " He 
sailed to-day from the mid-day towards the> 
cold wind, with the war-party of the English* 
I watched them from the Black Mountain, aoid 
they are a mighty people. They floated on 
Horicon like a string of swans, and their num- 
ber upon the blue waters was like a flight of 
passage-pigeons upon the sky, when they travel 
westward. They landed where the earth be- 
comes a lizard by the rattlesnake dens. 3ut 
how long they may tarry, who shall say ? Send 
quickly then.'* 
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Walter had been writing on his knee while 
the chief spoke; and the brief note whioh we 
have already seen delivered, was speedily 
finished. A messenger was then chosen foi^ 
his swiftness of foot, and dispatched at once to 
the point where the English army first landed. 

When he returned, all was still amongst the 
Oneidas ; and the warriors, with but few excep- 
tions, were sleeping in the long grass. The news 
he brought, however, soon roused the drowsiest. 
The English flotilla had sailed on, he said. He 
had found but a solitary canoe, with a few 
Mohawks, who told him that the battle would 
be on the following morning. All the warriors 
were on their feet in a moment ; their light 
baggage and arms were snatched up in haste. 
One party was detached to the east, to watch 
the movements of the army ; and, before half 
an hour had gone by, the dusky bands were 
once more moving silently through the dark 
paths of the forest, only lighted from time to 
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time by glimpees of the moon^ and directed by 
the well-known stars which had so often 
guided their fathers through the boundless 
wilderness. 
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CHAPTEE XVII. 



Calm, and bright, and beautiful, the Sabbath 
morning broke over flie woody world around 
Edith Prevost. Through the tall pine-trees 
left standing within the earthwork, the rosy 
light streamed sweetly; and though no birds 
deserving the name of songsters inhabit the 
forests of America, yet many a sweet short 
note saluted the rising day. 

Edith, with the good negro woman lying 
near, had slept more soundly than she had 
hoped for ; but she was awake with the first 
ray; and, rousing her dark companion, she 
said— 

^^ We must not forget that this is Sunday, 
5 
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Bab. Call in our good friend, Woodchuck; 
and we will pray before the noise and bustle of 
the day begins/ I am sure he will be glad to 
do so." 

" But you have no book, Missy," answered 
the woman. 

" That matters not," returned Edith. " I 
know almost all the prayers by heart, from 
reading them constantly." 

Sister Bab opened the little hurdle-^k>or) 
and looked round. She could not see tiie p^N- 
son she sought. Three Ecntinels were pacing 
to and fro at different points; one man wais 
rousing himself slowly from the side of an 
extinguished fire; but all the rest within 
sight were fast asleep. It was useless for Sister 
Bab to ask the neighboring sentinel any ques- 
tions ; and she looked round in vain. 

" He has most likely gone to sleep in one of 
the huts," said Edith, when the woman told 
her Woodchuck was not to be seen. " We 
wiU not wait for him." And, closing the door 
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again, she kneelQ4 and prayed with the poor 
negresa by her side* 

It was a great comfort to h^, for her heart 
that day was sad« Perhaps it was the memory 
of many a happy Sahba,th with those she loved, 
and the contrast of thode days with her situ- 
ation at the time; perhaps it wdi^ the nn^ 
certainty of her brother's fate ; and doubtless^ 
too, the thought that every rising sun brought 
nearer the hour when a parent and a lover 
were to be exposed to danger — ^perhapa to 
death — had its weight likewise. But she 
was that day very sad, and prayer was a re- 
lief — a blessing. 

Before she had concluded, a good deal of 
noise and turmoil was heard without ; voices 
speaJdng sharply ; calls such as Edith had not 
heard before ; and, ui a moment after, the door 
of the hut opened, for it had no latch, and 
Monsieur Le Courtois appeared, inquiring if 
she had seen anything of her English coiii- 
pauion* 
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" No, indeed/* replied Edith. "I sent my 
servant out to seek for him half an hour ago ; 
but she ocmld not find him, and I concluded 
Ihat he was in one of the huts." 

The Frenchman stamped his foot upon the 
gtonad ; and, forgetting his usual politeness, 
uttered some hasty and angry words which 
implied a belief that " Mademoiselle knew 
where Woodchuck was," and had aided his 
escape. Edith drew herself up with an air of 
dignity, and replied : 

" You make me feel. Sir, that I am a pri- 
soner. But you mistake me greatly. I do 
not permit myself to speak falsely on any oc- 
casion. If he have escaped, and I trust he 
has, I know notlung of it." 

" I beg your pardon, Mademoiselle," returned 
the officer ; " but this to me is a very serious 
matter. I may be subject to the severest 
military punishment for this unfortunate aflfair. 
It was of the utmost importance that the ex« 
istence of this post should be kept a secret. 
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The utmost precautions have been taken to 
keep its existence concealed^ even from the 
forces in Fort Carillon ; and now this man is 
at large to bear the intelligence to the enemy. 
This must excuse a little heat How he has 
escaped, it is impossible to divine; for I or- 
dered him to be kept in sight by the sentinels 
continually, as well as the Indians who came 
with you. He must be worse than an Indian, 
for they are all safe and quiet enough ; but he 
has disappeared, though the sentinel swears he 
passed him sleeping on the ground, imder the 
great pine-tree, not an hour ago." 

" Half an hour ago, he certainly was gone," 
observed Edith ; ^^ for the servant went to look 
for him, and could not find him." 

" He may be still in the bushes," said the 
French officer. " I will send a party to 
search." And he turned from the door of the 
hut. 

Edith followed a step or two to see the re- 
sult ; but hardly had Monsieur Le Courtois 
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given his orders, aad about a dozen men ia- 
»Tied forth-^-some clambering oyer the breaat- 
work, some rnnning round by the flanks— 
wh^ a French officer, brilliantly dressed, jode 
into the redoubt, followed by a mounted 
soldier ; and Edith retired into the hut again. 

Le Courtois saluted the new-comer reve- 
rently; and the other gave a hasty glance 
round, saying, 

" Get your .men under arms as speedily as 
possible. On the maintenance of this post 
and the ahattia depends the safety of the 
fortress. I trust them to the honor of a French 
gentleman, and the faith of our Indian allies. 
Neither will tarnish the glory of France, or 
their own renown, by yielding a foot of ground 
while they can maintain it." 

He spoke aloud, so as to make his voice 
heard all over the enclosure ; but then, bend- 
ing down his head till it was close to Le 
Courtois' ear, he added, in a low tone, almost 
a whisper — 
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^^ The EngliBh are within sight Their first 
hoats are disembarking the troops. Monsiefor 

de L , with our reinforcements, has not 

appeared. All depends upon maintaining the 
outposts till he can come up. This, sir, I 
trust to you, with full confidence, as a brave 
man and an experienced soldier. I must now 
visit the other posts. Farewell ! Eemember, 
the glory of France is in your hands.'^ 

Thus saying, he rode away ; aud the bustle 
of instant preparation spread through the little 
fort. The French soldiers were drawn up 
within the breastworks, the stores and amuni- 
tion gathered together near the centre of the 
open space, so as to be readily available when- 
ever they were wanted ; two parties of Hurons 
were placed upon the flanks, so as to be ready 
to rush out with the tomahawk the moment 
opportunity offered ; next came the long lines 
of French muskets, and, in the centre of the 
longest face of the breastwork, were placed 
Apukwa and his companions, with their rifles 
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in their hands, and a small party of French 
soldiers forming a second line behind them, 
thns insuring their faith, and rendering the 
fire in the centre more fierce. Their presence, 
indeed, was needed at the mom^it; for the men 
who had been sent out in piursuit of Wood- 
chuck, had either mistaken the order not to go 
far, or had lost their way ; and they had not 
re-appeared when the whole preparations were 
complete. 

These had taken some time, although Mon- 
sieur Le Courtois had shown all the activity 
and precision of a thorough soldier giving his 
orders rapidly, but coolly and clearly, and cor- 
recting any error as soon as made. The In- 
dians, indeed, gave him the greatest embar- 
rassment; for they were too* eager for the 
fight ; and, never having been subjected to 
military discipline, were running hither and 
thither to the points they thought most ad- 
vantageous without consideration for . the 
general arrangements. 
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'The Frenchman found time, however, for a 
few courteous words to Edith. 

" I am greatly embarrassed, my dear young 
lady," he said, " by your presence here, as we 
expect to be attacked every instant. I wish to 
heaven. Monsieur de Montcalm had taken you 
away with him ; but in the hurry of the mo- 
ment I did not think of it, and I have ii) 
means of sending you away now ; and besides, 
the risk to yourself would be still greater than 
BtsLjmg here. I believe you are as safely posted 
in this hut as anywhere. It is near enough to 
the breastwork to be protected from the fire of 
the enemy; but you may as well lie down upon 
the bear-skin if you hear musketry." 

" Could I not place myself actually under 
the breastwork?" asked Edith, remembering 
the instructions sent to her. 

"Impossible," replied the officer. **That 
space is all occupied by the soldiers and In- 
dians. You are better here. If we should be 
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driYon hsucky which God forbid, you will be 
safe, as you speak English, and can say who 
you are ; but, rkuember, addreaS: yourself to 
an officer^ for the canaille get mad in time odf 
battle, and on no account trust, to an Indian^" 

"I speak the Iroquois tongue^" answered 
Edith. 

^^ My dear young lady^ there is no trustioig 
them," said the officer; ^^£riend3 or enemies 
are the same to Unem when thdir bkod's. hot 
AH they want is a scalp ;, and that they willr 
ha,vQ. It would be terrible to see yow beanstih 
fal tresses hanging at an Indian's bdlt." 

As he spoke, one of the men who had been 
sent forth, came running up, exclaiming-r- 

" They are coming now. Captain, thi^ are 
coming." 

" Who ?" demanded Le Courtois, briefly. 

" The red coats, the English," replied the 
man. " I saw their advance guard with my 
own eyes ; they are not two hundred yards* 
distance." 
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" Where are your companions ?" asked Le 
Courtois. " We want every musket." 

"I do not know," answered the man; 
" they have lost their way, I fancy, as I did. 
I saw two amongst the bushes just in front, 
trying to get back." 

'^Sacre Dieu^ they wiU discover us!" said 
the Captain. 

And, running forward, he jumped upon the 
parapet just behind one of the highest bushes, 
and looked over. The next instant, he sprang 
down again, saying, in a low tone, to the cor- 
poral n^ff him — 

" Stand to your arms ! pres^it ! pass the 
word along not to fire, whatever you see, till I 
give the order." 

At the same moment, he made a sign with 
his hand to the renegade Oneidas; but proba* 
bly they did not see it, for their keen black 
eyes were aU eagerly bent forward, peeping 
through the bushes, which now seemed agitated 
at some little distance. A moment after, a 
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straggling shot or two was heard, and instantly 
the Honontkoh fired. The order was then 
given by Le Courtois, and the whole front 
poured forth a volley, which was returned by a 
number of irregular shots blazing out of the 
bushes in front. 

Then succeeded a silence of a few moments, 
and then aloud cheer, such as none but Anglo- 
Saxon lungs have ever given. 

Edith sat deadly pale and trembling in the 
hut ; but it is not too much to say that but a 
small portion of her terror was for herself. The 
battle had begun — the battle in which father 
and lover were to risk life, in which, among all 
the human beings destined to bleed and die 
that day, her love singled out two, while her 
fancy painted them as the aim of every shot. 
It was of them she thought, much more than of 
herself. 

The door of the hut was turned, as I have 
shown, towards the inside of the square ; and 
Captain Le Courtois had left it open behind 



TIOONDBROGA. S09 

him. But, as Edith sat a little towards one 
side of the entrance, she had a view, both of a 
great part of the square itself, and of the 
whole of the inner front of the western face of 
the redoubt, along which were posted a few 
French soldiers and a considerable body of 
Hurons. 

The firing was soon resumed, but in a some- 
what different manner jfrom before. There 
were no longer any volleys, but frequent, re- 
peated, almost incessant, shots, sometimes two 
or three together, making almost one sound. 
Twice she saw a French soldier carried across 
the open space ; and laid down at the foot of a 
tree. One remained quite still where he had 
been placed ; one raised himself for a moment 
upon his arm, and then sunk down again ; and 
Edith understood the signs full well. Clouds 
of bluish-white smoke then began to roll over 
the redoubt, and curl along as the gentle 
Mtind carried it towards the broad trail by 
WhioEtBhe had been brought thither. The 
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figures of the Indians became indistinct, and 
looked like beings seen in a dream. 

Still the firing continued, drawing apparently 
more towards the western side ; and still the 
rattle of the musketry was mingled with load 
cheers from without. 

But suddenly those sounds were crossed, as 
it were, with a wild yell, such as Edith had 
heard only once in life before, but which now 
seemed to issue from a thousand throats, in- 
stead of a few. It came from the north-west, 
right in the direction of the broad trail. The 
Frenct soldiers and the Hurons, who had been 
kneeling to fire over the breastwork, sprang 
upon their feet, looked round, and from that side, 
too, burst forth at once the war-whoop. 

" Oh, Missy, Missy, let us run !" cried 
Sister Bab, catching Edith's wrist. 

" Hush, hush, be quiet !" ejaculated the 
young lady. " These may be friends coming." 

As she spoke, pouring on like a dark 
torrent, was seen a crowd of dusky forms rush- 
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ing along the trail, emerging from amongst 
the trees, and spreading over the ground ; and, 
amidst them all, a youth dressed like an In- 
dian, and mounted on a grey horse which Edith 
recognised as her own. The sight confused 
and dazzled her. Feathers and plumes and 
war-paints, rifles and tomahawks and knives, 
grim countenances and brandished arms, swam 
before her like the things that fancy sees for a 
moment in a cloud ; while still the awful war- 
whoop rang horribly around, drowning even 
the rattle of the musketry, and seeming to 
rend the air. Two figures only were distinct : 
the youth upon the horse, and the towering 
form of Black Eagle himself, close to the 
lad's side. 

Attacked in flank and front and rear, the 
French and Hurons were broken in a moment, 
driven from the breastworks, beat back into 
the centre of the square, and separated into 
detached bodies. Still they fought with 
desperation; still the rifles and the muskets 
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pealed ; still the cheer, and the shout, and the 
war-whoop, resounded on the air. A large party 
of the French soldiery were cast between the 
huts and the Oneidas, and the young man on 
the horse strove in vain, tomahawk in hand, to 
force his way through. 

But there are episodes in all combats ; and 
a pause took place when a gigantic 
Huron rushed furiously against the Black 
Eagle. It may be, that they were ancient 
enemies ; but, at all events, each seemed 
animated with the fury of a fiend. Each cast 
away his rifle, and betook himself to the wea- 
pons of his race, the knife and the tomahawk ; 
but it is almost impossible to describe, it was 
almost impossible to see, tLo movements of the 
two combatants, such was their marvellous 
rapidity. Now here, now there, they turned, 
the blows seeming to fall like hail, the limbs 
writhing and twisting, the weapons whirling 
and flashing round. Each was the giant of 
his tribe, each its most renowned warrior ; and 
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each fought for more than life — ^for the closing 
act of a great renown. But the sinewy frame of 
the Black Eagle seemed to preyail over the 
more bulky strength of his opponent; the 
Hnron lost ground ; he was driyen back to the 
great pine-tree near the centre of the square ; 
he was forced round and round it ; the knife of 
liie Black Eagle drank his blood, but missed his 
heart, and only wounded him in the shoulder. 

Those nearest to the scene had actually 
paused in the contest for a moment to witness 
the fierce single combat going on ; but in other 
parts of the square, the bloody fight was still 
continued For an instant, the French party 
in front of the huts, by desperate efforts, seemed 
likely to overpower the Oneidas before them. 
A tall French grenadier bayoneted the Night- 
Hawk before Edith's eyes ; and then, seeing the 
Huron chief staggering under the blows of hi^ '^ 
en^ny, he dashed forward, and, not daring i : 
the rapid whirls of the two combatants to us3 

his bayonet there, he struck the Black Eagle 
VOL. ui. p 
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on the hesd with tlie butt of his musket. The 
blow fell with tremendous force, and drove the 
gteat chief on his knee, with one hand on the 
ground. His career seemed oyer, his fete 
finished. The Huron raised his tomahawk 
hi^ to strike ; the Frenchman shortened his 
musket to pin the chief to the earUu 

But, at that mom^it, a broad, powerful figure 
dropped down firom the brandies of the pine- 
tree between the Oneida and the grenadier, 
bent slightly with his fall, but eyen in rising 
lifted a rifle to his shoulder, and sent the ball 
into the Frenchman's heart. With a yell of 
triumph, Black Eagle sprang up from the 
ground, and in an instant his tomahawk was 
buried in the undefended head of his adver- 
sary. 

Edith beheld not the end of the combat ; for, 
in the swaying to and fro of the fierce struggle, 
the French soldiery had, by this time, be^i 
driven past the huts, and the eye of one who 
loved her was upon her. 



^ 
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" Edith, Edith !" cried the voice of Walter 
Prevost, forcing the horse forward through the 
struggling groups, amidst shots and shouts and 
falling blows. She saw him, she recognized 
him, she stretched forth her arms towards him ; 
and, dashing between two parties, Walter 
forced the horse Up to the door of the hut and 
caught her hand. 

" Spring up, spring up V^ he cried, bending 
down and casting his arms around her. " This 
is not half over ; I must carry you away." 
' Partly lifted, partly springing, from the 
ground, Edith bounded up before him ; and, 
holding her tightly to his heart, Walter turned 
the rein and dashed away through friends and 
enemies, trampling, unconscious of what he did, 
alike on the dead and the dying. The western 
side of the square was crowded with combat- 
ants, and he directed his horse's head towards 
the east, reached the angle, and turned sharp 
round to get in the rear of the English column,, 
which was seen forcing its way onward to sup- 
p 3 
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port the advance party of Major Putnam* He 
thought only of his sister, and, pressing her 
closer to his heart, he said — 

" We are safe, Edith, we are safe !" 
Alas, he said it too soon! One group 
in the square had stood almost aloof 
from the combat. Gathered together in th^ 
south-eastern angle, Apukwa and his com- 
panions seemed Mratohing an oj^rtunity for 
flight. But their fierce eyes had seen Walter, 
and twice had a rifle clanged at him from that 
spot, but without eflfect. • They saw him snatctf 
his sister from the hut, place her on the horse, 
and gallop round. Apukwa, the brother of the 
Snake, and two others, jumped upon the para- 
pet, and scarcely had Walter uttered the words, 
*' We are safe !" when the fire blazed at once 
from the muzzles of their rifles. One ball 
whistled by his ear, another passed through 
his hair ; but, clasping Edith somewhat closer, 
he galloped on, and, in two minutes after, came 
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to a spot where tliree or four men were stand- 
ing, and one kneeling with his hand under 
the head of a British officer who had fallen. 

Walter reined up the horse sharply, for he 
was almost over them before he saw them ; but 
the sight of the features of the dead man drew 
the sudden exclamation from his lips of " Good 

Gk)d !" They were those of Lord H . 

Edith's face, as he held her, was turned towards 
him, and he fancied that she rested her fore- 
head on his bosom, to shut out the terrible 
sights around. He looked down at her to see 
whether she had caught even e glimpse of the 
features of the corpse. Her forehead was 
resting there still ; but over the arm that held 
her so closely to his heart, Walter saw swel- 
ling a dark red stream of blood. He trembled 
like a leaf. 

'' Edith !" he exclaimed, '' Ecfith !" 
There was no answer. He pushed the 
bright chesnut curls from her forehead ; 
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and, as he did so, the head fell back, showing 
the face as pale as marble. She had died 
without a cry, without a sound. 

Walter bent his head, and kissed her cheek, 
and wept. 

^^ What is the matter, sir ?" said the serg^nt, 

rising from beside the body of Lord H . 

*' Did you know my Lord ?" 

" Look here V^ cried Walter. It was all he 
uttered ; but in an instant they gathered round 
him, and lifted Edith from the horse. The 
sergeant put his hand upon the wrist ; then 
shook his head sadly ; and they laid her gently 

by the side of Lord H . They knew not 

with how much propriety ; but thus she would 
have loved to rest. 

Thus they met, and thus they parted ; thus 
they loved, and thus they died. But in one 
thing they were happy ; for neither, at the last 
hour of life, knew the other's peril or the 
other's fate. 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 



Yro^l the bloody field of Ticonderoga, Aber- 
<ut)iiibie retreated, as is well known, after having 
in vain attempted to take the inner abattis 
without cannon, and sacrificed the lives of 
many hundred gallant men to his own want of 
self-reliance. 

I need dwell no more upon this painful sub- 
ject ; but it was a sad day for the whole army, 
a sad day for the whole province, and a sad- 
der day still for one small domestic circle, 

when the bodies of the gallant Lord H 

and his promised bride, were brought to 
rest for a night at the house of Mr. Pre- 
vost, before they were carried down to Albany. 
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A party of the young nobleman's own regiment 
carried the coffins by turns; another party 
followed with arms reversed ; but, between the 
biers and the escort, walked four men with 
hearts as sad as any upon earth. 

It may seem strange, but neither of the 
four shed a tear. The tall Indian warrior, 
though he grieved as much as if he had lost a 
child, had no tears for any earthly sorrow. 
The fountain in the heart of Mr. Prevost had 
been dried up by the fiery intensity of his 
grief. Walter had wept long and secretly, 
but the pride of manhood would not let him 
stain his cheeks in the presence of soldiers. 
Woodchuck's eyes were dry, too; for, during 
six long months, he had disciplined his heart to 
look upon the things of earth so lightly, that, 
although he grieved for Edith's fate, it was 
with the sort of sorrow he might have felt to 
see a beautiful flower trampled down by a 
rough foot ; and bright hope mingled with the 
shadow of his woe — for he said to himself, 
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frequently, " They have but parted for to-day, 
to meet in a happier place to-moiTOW.'^ 

As the procession approached the house, the 
servants came forth to meet it, with a young 
and comely girl at their head, clad in the 
Indian costume. She bore two little wreaths 
in her hand, one woven of bright spring 
flowers, the other of dark evergreens; and, 
when the soldiers halted for a moment with 
their burden, she laid the flowers upon the 
coflBn of Edith, the evergreens upon the sol- , 
dier's bier. Then turning, with the tears 
dropping from her eyes, but with nJ clamorous 
grief, she walked before them back into the 
house. 

Some four years after, another kind 6f scene 
might be beheld at the house of Mr. Prevost 
He himself sat in a great chair under the 
vei'andah, with his hair become as white as 
snow, and his head a good deal bowed. Seated 
on the ground near him was a tall Indian 
chief, very little changed in appearance ; grave, 
p 5 
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calm, and still Beyere. On the step of the 
verandah sat two young people; a tall^ handsome, 
powerful man of about one-and-twenty years 
of age, and a graceful girl, whose brown cheek 
displayed some mixture of the Indian blood. 
On the green grass before them, with a black 
nurse sitting by, was as loyely a child of about 
two years old as ever the sun shone upon. 
They had gathered for her a number of pretty 
flowers, and she was sporting with them, 
with the grace and happiness that only child- 
hood can display or know. The eyes of 
all were fixed upon her, and they called her 
Edith. 

One was wanting to that party, out of those 
who had assembled at the door four years pre- 
viously. Woodchuck was no longer there. He 
had gone where he longed to be. When he 
felt sickness coming upon him some two years 

after the death of Lord H , he had left the 

house of Mr. Prevost, which he had lately made 
his home ; and had gone, as he said, to wan- 
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der in the moimtains. There he became 
worse. An Indian runner came down to tell 
his friends that he was dying ; and when Mr. 
Prevost went up to see him, he found him in 
a Seneca lodge with but a few hours of life 
before him. 

He was glad to see the friendly face 
near him ; and, as his visitor bent over him,, 
he said, " I am very much obliged to you for 
coming, Prevost, for I want to ask you one 
thing, and that is to have me buried in the 
churchyard at Albany, just beside your dear 
girl. I know this is all nonsense ; I know that 
the flesh sees corruption; still I've a fancy 
that I shall rest quieter there than anywhere 
else. If ever there was an angel, she was one, 
and I think her dust must sanctify the 
ground." 

It was his only request, and it was not 
forgotten. 

THE END. 
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